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One day in early summer in the year 1510, a small Socotra fox 
was found still in swaddling clothes, well hidden by some 
bushes, while some of its kind were busy hunting rabbits. 

This man belonged to the species of "Socotrian foxes", a 
species of bipedal fox which had been endemic to the island for 
centuries. 

Since the little boy had no family, he was immediately taken to 
the bayut, the large mud and straw house that was located in 
the center of the village, and entrusted to the care of the “xara”, 
a term that in Volpi dialect means “wet nurse”. 

This lady was called Pua, and she had been doing her job for 31 
years, a long career during which she had raised several 
hundred foundlings. 

He certainly did not remain indifferent when they brought him 
the newborn: in fact, he had green eyes and not brown or black 
like the other foundlings. 

“What a crazy joke nature has played!” 

he exclaimed when they put him in his arms “I think I'll call 
you Den, which means “greenish”. 

Like all the other foxes on the island, Den was also given a suit 
and some shoes to wear. 
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This was a dark blue tracksuit that to be honest seemed to have 
more patches and mends than years, while the shoes were a 
little worn on the soles but otherwise were excellent. 

When he had completed the checks and procedures, he placed 
him with the others in a straw-filled enclosure located at the 
reat of the bayut. 

The first few days passed quickly and carefree: Den made 
friends with all the other puppies and with them he began to 
produce his first noises and to try to stand up straight, until a 
rather unusual Pomeranian arrived: this was a large and fat 
puppy, with strangely reddish fur, with eyes as red as ruby and 
the look of a small but already experienced braggart. 

As soon as he was placed in the enclosure, his gaze went 
straight to Den, who was placidly picking at some small bones 
that were placed in a wooden bowl. 

“Hey, leave some for me too,” the newcomer said, pawing him 
in the face and taking the wooden bowl between his paws. 
“how dare you!” 

Den growled at him. “You just had to ask for them and I would 
have given you some...nice way to introduce yourself... 
congratulations.” 

“You're right, I was wrong,” she replied, although a careful 
enough eye would have understood that she was lying. “I 
apologize, but necessity closes its eyes and I haven't eaten since 
last night. 


but now I introduce myself.... 

my name is Patrizio (his name was not Patrizio, from some 
reseatch I discovered that the word volpinica that 
corresponded to his name must have been so difficult to 
pronounce and so difficult to write, that I opted for the name 
Patrizio, which, but very distantly, is close to the sound that I 
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believe corresponded to his name, I chose this for many names 
in this novel, since they were handed down in languages that 
were not Sogotri and volpinica, and since there were no written 
forms of these languages, I used names that I thought were 
most suitable for them), I am very pleased to meet you" after 
which he held out his paw and looked him in the eye emitting a 
mischievous smile, but Den refused to give it back to him in 
turn, and instead made a face at him. 

Teasing him, after jumping the fence, he started running and 
said to him: "The first one who manages to stick his claws into 
that dracaena over there is great, while the second one is 
stupid!" The dracaena, also called "dragon tree", is a tree whose 
branches converge to form an umbrella-shaped crown, it 
produces a reddish resin that has been used since ancient times 
as a dye for painting or dyeing, but it could also be drunk. 
Because of this insult, Patrick felt the blood boil up his 
forehead and with a quick leap, even if instead of jumping he 
broke through the reed fence of the enclosure, he too began to 
chase Den in that chase along that dusty and at times stony 
path. 

After five minutes, Patrizio saw that Den had slowed down and 
was walking very slowly. 

With a triumphant voice he said to him, “ahaha! 

I'm over you, you're the stupid one!” 


Within a few strides he reached the tree, but a bitter surprise 
awaited him: someone else had already dug their claws into the 
trunk! 

Immediately from behind the tree trunk, the nurse appeared 
and, with a powerful slap, made Patrizio's unfortunate cheek 
turn very red. 

“How many times do I have to tell you that until the time 
comes you must not leave the enclosure? 
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it's dangerous! 

and now it's your turn Den.... 

“get ready,” but as soon as he said that, Den ran away and hid 
in the grassy scrub that surrounded the village. 

“ah is that it?” 

said the nurse, “it will mean that you will not return to the 
bayut, and if you do not return to the bayut TONIGHT you 
will not eat... see if the jungle cats will give you something to 
eat." 

Den listened to these words with his heart in his throat: “What 
now?” 

he wondered “if the jungle cats catch me, I'm dead!” 

Jungle cats were very dangerous animals that lived in the forests 
of the island of Socotra. 

They were terribly ageressive beings that fed on meat but 
generally, also thanks to treaties signed with some Volpini, they 
stayed away from the Volpini villages. 

Scary stories about them were told to the puppies to make 
them stay calm and not throw tantrums. 

As the hours passed, his stomach became more and more 
grumbling, and finally, he had to give up because Patrizio had 
started eating at the bayut window with the direct intention of 
making him die of envy. 

When he returned, after receiving two powerful slaps on the 
checks, he was given a bowl with a rabbit's foot. 

This was his first day in Patrizio's company. 

The next day, while they were happily about to go hunting with 
the others, the two were abruptly stopped by the nurse, who 
sternly asked them, “Where do you think you are going?” 
“Hunting,” replied Patrizio. “Hunting?” 

repeated the nurse, “and who will repair that hole in the fence?” 
“Patrizio” he replied simply. Den Patrizio gritted his teeth in 
anger. 
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“and who challenged Patrizio to a race?” 

asked the nurse rubbing her paws and looking at Den with a 
menacing air. “That's fine,” replied Den. “We'll fix it together.” 
After taking some rushes, the two immediately got to work, 
while the nurse returned to the bayut with a satisfied look. 
“those two will get along well,” he thought. 

After just ten minutes, however, the first disagreements began 
to emerge between the two: Den wanted to do things one way, 
while Patrizio wanted to do them another. 

In a flash we got to the pawing. 

The nurse rushed over immediately and separated them, 
sending Patrick hunting and Den safely locked in the 
dormitory. 

In the evening, when Patrick returned from hunting with the 
others, he spoke very loudly about how wonderful the 
experience had been, and he did so with the aim of making 
Den feel bad, who was seething with anger in his bed. 

Patrick, while everyone was sleeping, went to Den's bed and 
whispered in his ear, saying: "The nurse didn't let you come 
because you're just a coward who's afraid of everything." 
“You and your sister will be cowards,” Den replied, throwing 
straw in his face. 

Patrizio barely held back a hysterical laugh so as not to wake 
the others, then he retorted, “So I’m the scared one? 

I will prove to you that it is not so, yesterday you challenged me 
and now I am challenging you, will you accept my challenge?” 
“Sure,” Den replied, “whatever it is.” 

“Very good,” said Patrick with a sneer, “I dare you to come 
with me this very evening to that strange ruined house that 
stands on that rocky ridge to the east of the woods.” Den 
seemed to think better of it for a moment, but the idea of 
making that bully Patrick happy worried him so much that he 
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had to say a very quick “Pm in,” which nearly woke up two 
foxes who were sleeping nearby. 

As they were climbing out of the window, however, something 
occurred to Den. “Wait, Patrick,” he said, “what if the nanny 
comes to check and doesn’t find us!? 

I have an idea in mind." 

He took the pillow cases and put straw inside them, then he put 
them on the beds and covered them with a blanket, and finally 
he put straw on top to simulate their hairy heads. 

“You're smart for an idiot,” Patrizio told him, patting him on 
the shoulder. 

The two slipped out of the bayut in the most religious silence 
and found themselves, after running on all fours at great speed, 
in the thick forest. 

“but have you ever been in this house?” 

Den asked him “did you just arrive yesterday?” 

“It is obvious that I have never been there,” Patrizio replied, 
“but I heard about its existence from some adults who came to 
bring food to the bayut. They said they saw strange lights at 
night and were very afraid of them.” 

“and you didn’t think that someone dangerous might live there? 
jungle cats for example?” 

Den asked him. “I am so strong,” Patrick exclaimed with 
energy, “that all the jungle cats in three or four years will 
tremble when they hear my name.” 

“Poor jungle cats,” thought Den. 

After five minutes of walking, where every little noise made 
Den and the brave Patrizio's hearts jump into their throats, the 
two attived near the rock face, whose wall seemed for all 
intents and purposes impossible to climb. 

“And now what do we dor” 

asked Den, “The wall is so steep that even goats would have 
difficulty climbing it.” 
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Patrizio scratched his nose, indicating a lot of stress, but being 
the stubborn person he was, he said, “There must definitely be 
a way up, let's look carefully.” 

The two began to feel and carefully observe the rock face, until 
Den was very surprised when he saw that on one part of the 
wall there were hollows into which he could insert his little 
paws. 

“How strange,” he said, “I hadn’t even noticed them, and yet I 
think I checked them very well.” 

“but what “how strange” Patrizio replied “you're a sleepyhead! 
I should have let you sleep in the bed. 

Den took the blow hard and so he replied to that insult “Do 
you want to see how this sleepyhead gets to the top before 
you?” 

and as soon as he finished his sentence he set off very quickly 
to climb it, immediately followed by Patrizio. 

He had almost reached the top, when Patrizio pulled him down 
by the tail, dangling him in the air, after which Patrizio reached 
the top and threw him towards the door of the house, saying 
"no one can beat me, I am the strongest Pomeranian there is". 
Den rubbed his back to ease the pain of the blow, then stood 
up and turned to look at the large house that loomed tall and 
menacing. 

Den swallowed in fear, but remembering that Patrick had 
bluntly stated that he was very brave, he opened the door with 
a shaking paw and said, “Please, Patrick, the brave ones first.” 
“Damn, I screwed myself with my own tongue” thought 
Patrizio, but being the cunning fox he was, he said “I am so 
brave that I don't need to show my courage, your invitation is 
itself synonymous with fear, go back to sleep”. 

Den eritted his teeth in anger and after giving an angry look, 
and clenching his fists, he entered the house without batting an 
eyelid. 
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As he entered, he noticed that Patrizio had closed the door 
behind him. 

“good luck you stupid guy!” 

he shouted at him joyfully as his voice got further and further 
away, “What do I do now?” 

Den sobbed, putting his little paws on his face. 

The room would have been completely dark if it were not for 
the occasional glimmer of moonlight that shimmered through 
cracks in the ceiling wall. 

Den began to walk gropinely, his heart in his throat and the 
anxiety that at times took his breath away. 

Every now and then he glimpsed cobwebs covering strange, 
very shiny objects which in turn emitted bright flashes, the 
shape of which did not seem to resemble anything he had seen. 
At one point, he hit a step with his foot and fell face first onto 
the stairs. 

“Oh, that hurts,” he growled, “damn Patrick.... 

where will these stairs lead?” 

He began to climb them, but when he reached the very centre 
of them, with the pad of his paw he pressed a button that was 
well hidden in the wood, and in an instant he fell inside. 

The fall was very soft as he landed on a mattress. 

“how lucky! 

“This thing is softer than straw,” he thought, but his thoughts 
were soon interrupted when a strange wooden being began to 
approach him from a small door. 

“How scary, make me run away!” 

he exclaimed loudly as the strange wooden being came ever 
closer. 

The darkness of the room did not allow one to see it clearly, 
and the moonlight gave a rough idea of what this being could 
be: it was certainly no more than one meter and sixty 
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centimeters tall, and moved with an almost mechanical cadence 
as if its steps were marked by a metronome. 

Den ran like a madman across the room, but at a certain point 
he found himself closed in a corner in the dark with the being 
that was getting closer and closer. 

“T will fight like a real fox” he thought “these claws will make 
you see stars” he said with a determined air, addressing the 
being, but the being, as if he had intuited the fox's intentions, 
stopped suddenly, bringing his hands to his stomach. 

Den watched the scene with a mixture of curiosity and fear. 
“And what do you want to do now?” 

I think. 

The being placed his fingers in a hollow in his abdomen and 
with this gesture opened a small door, taking out something he 
was keeping inside. 

Den was paralyzed with fear. 

The being, with a firm and decisive hand, handed him an indigo 
envelope sealed with string, which Den welcomed with 
trembling paws, then retraced his steps and disappeared into 
the darkness. 

Suddenly a ladder came down from the top of the room 
accompanied by a cloud of dust. 

From the side where she had descended, one could see the 
starry sky. 

He climbed it with his heart in his throat, then sitting down on 
a stone that was well lit by the moon, he quickly unwrapped 
that package. 

Inside was a box containing crayons and paper! 

They were all of high quality workmanship, except for one 
green one which was clearly more worn than the others. 

“but what is this stuffl?” 

he thought, then took the green crayon and began to color the 
stone. 
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After finishing coloring, he returned to the village very satisfied. 
From the top of the house, from a window lit by an oil lamp, 
someone with one red eye and the other green was watching 
the Pomeranian as he walked away. 

Somewhere in the woods, however, someone or something 
could be heard crying bitterly while several figures in the 
shadows chased him ot her. 


A week after the events of that night, Den was completely in 
love with coloring: he colored from dawn to dusk, and what he 
colored were always and only stones. 

His friends, led by Patrizio, made fun of him, but he didn't care, 
his passion was so strong that he couldn't appreciate anything 
other than the sound of the tip of the crayon when it was 
rubbed on the stone. 

It happened that while looking for his stones, he could no 
longer find them. 

“where did my stones end up?” 

he wondered incredulously, looking for them along that part of 
the path where he went to color them. 

But laughter followed by cries of pain, unfortunately, cleared 
his mind. 

In a dusty clearing, Patrizio and other rascals like him enjoyed 
throwing their coloured stones at a poor old fox covered in a 
dirty cloak, who was barely holding himself up on a knotty 
wooden stick. 

"ENOUGH! 
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ENOUGH!" 

the old man, already bleeding from his forehead, shouted at 
them, but they did not stop, and instead took great pleasure in 
their horrible gestures. 

Suddenly, Patrick stopped, and turning to Den, after having put 
a stone in his left paw, he said: "Hit him and you too will be a 
good one". 

Den was very undecided about what to do, and looked now at 
Patrick, now at the poor old man who was watching him with a 
stern expression. 

“hit him? 

don’t hit him?” 

he thought for a moment, as the next moment it hit him full in 
the forehead followed by the blows of the others. 

He didn't even want to hear Patrizio's compliments, but went 
towards a stream of water that flowed nearby and dived into it 
at great speed. 

He emerged from the water and lay down on a dusty bank, and 
began to feel that something inside him was hurting. 

“Why did I do it?” 

he thought “what was going through my head? 

Maybe if I wash my paws it will go away.” 

So he began to wash them, but even though he washed them 
vigorously, he felt that the feeling similar to a sense of 
tremendous shame that he was experiencing did not want to go 
away. 

That was a stain that not all the water in the world could wash 
away. 

“I’m here,” he thought, “maybe if I apologize it’ll pass.” 

He returned to the spot where the crime had occurred, but 
apart from his bloody stones there was no one left. 
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Looking at the ground he saw that there were sheets of paper, 
clean and smooth, as if someone had left them there on 
purpose. 

“how beautiful,” he said, “perhaps they are from that old man. 
If I meet him I'll give them back to him, so I can also 
apologize." 

He folded them and hid them in the center pocket of his suit, 
not realizing that a multitude of enormous eyes were watching 
him from hidden in the bushes in the distance. 

He returned to the village full of doubts and sadness, noticing 
that all the foxes looked at him badly and sometimes even 
made rude gestures at him. 

Things went like this all the way, and came to a head when he 
saw the xara on the threshold of the bayut. 

“xara, what are we cooking tonight?” 

he asked him jokingly. 

But there was nothing joking in Xara's eyes, on the contrary, 
with a fiery look she said to him: "I heard that you too were 
one of those who threw stones at an old man who was passing 
through the village! What a deplorable thing! Shame!" 

The news spread throughout the village and by some miracle 
we decided not to exile you!” 

He grabbed him by the scruff of the neck and carried him 
inside, where he locked him in a dark room with the other 
rascals. 

“See you again, huh?” 

Patrizio asked him, chuckling. 

“what's there to laugh about? 

“Den replied” we hurt a poor guy and now we are paying the 
consequences, if I were you I wouldn't be happy”. 

“But what do you care?” Patrizio replied, “The important thing 
is to have fun, isn't that right guys?” 

and having said this he started laughing along with the others. 
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Den didn't take it very well and hid in a corner to think about 
what had happened. 

The days passed until Den's first day of hunting arrived. 

He hurriedly left the bayut with the others to reach the village 
square where Master Aycerk was waiting for them. 

Although he was only fifteen years old, he was so good at 
hunting that he was awarded the title of master hunter, 
something of which he was very proud. 

He was slightly taller than the puppies and was wearing a canary 
yellow tracksuit, but the color had changed so much that it 
looked like yellow ochte. 

Following Master Aycerk, the large group of foxes arrived in 
the early morning, in the smiling grasslands of the Wadi Dhaeru 
oasis, on the Dixam plateau. 

They settled near the so-called "little lake" (a sort of meeting 
point) and there, as master Ayuk had widely predicted, there 
were already other small groups at first light, who were already 
hunting or were organizing themselves to do so, or had decided 
to spend the day swimming in the little lake. 

“Now little ones,” he said, clearing his throat, “it’s time to 
inspect the land.” 

By surveying the ground, one meant putting one's ear to the 
ground and hearing if there were any rabbits moving nearby. 
However, the puppies had to move from there, since the place 
was full of footsteps and cries of other foxes, and it was almost 
impossible to hear the already light and muffled footsteps of 
the rabbits. 

But Den, being a novice, did not know this rule and promptly 
lay down on the ground with his ear firmly pressed to the 
ground. 

Everyone surrounded him and started laughing, Patrizio ran to 
tell the teacher, who returned to the group of foxes, grabbed 
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Den by the scruff of the neck and said to him with fiery words 
"but what does your brain tell your 

Do you want to make fun of me by other teachers? 

go hunting up!” 

and kicked him in the butt, sending him rolling into some 
nearby brush. 

Den was so shocked that instead of apologizing to the teacher, 
he preferred to run away on all fours rather than let everyone 
see that he was crying. 

“T didn’t do anything wrong! 

I must not cry...tears are the blood of the soul" he said to 
himself "now I will catch a nice big, fat rabbit, so that everyone 
will be able to say "how clever that one is". 

But the more he ran across those prairies, the more he ran dry. 
He almost caught a medium-sized one, but two rather 
experienced foxes snatched it from under his nose and ran 
away full of joy. 

He paused in the shade of a dracaena and closed his eyes to rest 
a little, until he heard someone moaning. 

“but who will it be? 

Maybe a rabbit?” 

he wondered. 

He headed toward the area where the noises were coming from 
and discovered that they were coming from a turtle that had 
capsized. 

As soon as the turtle saw the fox, it almost fainted: these foxes 
considered turtles a very delicious dish. 

Den looked at her with saliva coming out of his jaws, but 
something inside him still stopped him from biting her right 
away. 

He then asked her “Are you looking for help?” 

The turtle was incredulous, he thought he was going to the 
other world and instead he still had hope of surviving. 
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“But this is stupid” thought the tortoise, but he took advantage 
of the opportunity and said in a pleading voice “Yes, I really 
need a hand, could you give it to me?” 

“Of course,” Den replied. 

He approached the turtle and tried to move it, but it was too 
heavy for his little legs, so he said to it, “Look, Mrs. Turtle, I'm 
going to call some Pomeranians now so that it will be easier to 
turn you over.” 

"No!" 

the tortoise replied, full of fear, “I saw that a little further ahead 
there is a group of oxen. If you don't mind, could you ask one 
of them if they can give me a hand?” 

“You don't even have to ask me,” Den replied, and as soon as 
he finished his sentence he ran quickly towards the oxen who 
were enjoying themselves by eating some grass. 

He arrived all out of breath, and with the little voice he had left, 
he said, “Excuse me, gentlemen, there's a turtle that ended up 
on its back, can someone give it a hand?” 

One who had just finished eating, with a determined air, said to 
him, "Yes, just tell me where it is." 

Within seconds they returned to the tortoise, who was happy to 
go away after saying a hearty “thank you” to the ox and Den. 
This whole scene was observed by Patrizio, who immediately 
went to report to the master what had happened. 

"Truly?" 

the teacher said in an incredulous voice, “a fox that helps 
instead of tearing to pieces? Bad! In fact, very bad.” 

Patrizio rubbed the pads of his paws with joy and in the 
meantime he looked forward with trepidation to Den's 
impending punishment. Sunset came and Den, remembering 
that it was the signal to retreat, retraced his steps towards the 


pond. 
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The master, although very angry, did not want to scold Den for 
the moment, but simply said to him "how did the hunting trip 
gor" 

did you manage to devour one?” 

“Of course I do!” 

Den replied dissimulatingly, “these rabbits are very tasty.” 
“T’m happy to hear that,” the teacher replied, and then he 
moved on to chatting with the other puppies. 

At night, while all the other puppies were sleeping, the master 
went to talk to the xara. 

“Do you want to know what Den did?” 

“did he eat someone else’s rabbit?” 

replied the xara, gigeling. 

“Maybe,” replied the teacher with a disappointed expression, 
“he spared a turtle.” “So what!” 

Xara replied: “I'm sorry but rules are rules and therefore....” 
“so whate”’ 

the xara answered him with a broken voice because she had 
immediately understood what Den's fate would be. 

“we can't keep a vile puppy with us, he could lead the others 
astray too, and that's against the village rules...now move, I have 
to take him out’. 

But the xara who had grown fond of Den tried in every way to 
stop him, but he, moving her in a brusque tone, thus answered 
her: "Be quiet, or you will wake the puppies". 

He went to his bed and, putting a paw over his mouth, grabbed 
him forcefully by the scruff of the neck. 

Den tried to scream, but he couldn't because of the paw 
pressing so hard into his jaws. 

His eyes widened in amazement and in the most terrible 
confusion he began to think: “What does the teacher want 
from me?” 

I didn’t do anything wrong.” 
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As soon as he reached the door, he could only see the crying 
Xara, with her back turned so as not to meet his eyes. 

“Xara? 

Where is the master taking me?” 

but because of the pressure of his mouth he could only utter 
incomprehensible moans. 

They reached an area of the woods from where the village 
houses could no longer be seen and in a spot already full of 
bones, the master put Den down on the ground. 

She looked him in the eyes and with a quick movement that 
made Den jump, she unsheathed her claws. 

Den looked at him with amazement mixed with resignation, his 
mind unable to think of anything. 

“I’m sorry,” the teacher began with a stern voice, “but you are 
not made for the village, and those who are not made for the 
village are not made for life.” 

He was about to proceed when a shower of stones was thrown 
from the depths of the woods, splitting the master's nose and 
causing him to run away with his tail between his legs. 

Den, very scared, ran but because of the fright he crashed into 
a tree a little further ahead. 

Several citcular-looking beings wrapped in a cloak from which 
two large eyeholes could be seen slowly approached him. 

Den looked with great fear at those enormous eyes that could 
be seen from under the cloaks, and wondered with a lump in 
his throat what these people wanted from him. 

One of them approached him and quickly took out a backpack 
from under his cloak and at the same time sprayed him with a 
perfume that smelled of mint. 

After making sure that the backpack was in its paws, the group 
of those strange circular-shaped beings went away emitting 
incomprehensible noises that seemed to reveal concern. 
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At first Den didn't want to take the backpack, he was afraid 
that there was some snake inside, but when his curiosity was 
very strong. 

Inside were four sandwiches and a small wooden bottle filled to 
the brim with water. 

Remembering that the xara had told him that one must always 
be polite, he said to those beings who were about to disappear 
into the darkness of the night, "thank you, oh mysterious men, 
may I know who you ate." 

But none of them answered him and instead quickened their 
pace even mote. 

“Td better go,” thought Den, walking through the steep 
undergrowth, keeping an eye out for the brambles that 
occasionally sprouted. 

As he walked, he noticed that in the distance there were lights 
of fires and sounds of various songs rising harmoniously. 

He approached, carefully hiding behind some bushes. 

He could only see what was happening by straining his eyes. 
Dancing around a large pyre, dozens of large beings with 
pointed ears, long moustaches and axes in their hands were 
celebrating merrily, when suddenly, due to the loud noise of a 
bell being rung, they stopped and threw water on the fire, after 
which they quickly climbed up the trees, as quickly as spiders 
moving on a web. 

“They are jungle cats!” 

he exclaimed, immediately putting his little paws over his 
mouth, “why did they stop?” 

he wondered, but sleep was stronger than curiosity and he soon 
fell into the arms of Morpheus. 
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The next day, Den woke up rubbing his eyes slowly. 

With sadness he recalled the events of the previous night. 
“How lucky I was,” he thought, “if it weren’t for those strange 
guys, who knows what would have happened to me.” 

While he was thinking about this, he didn't notice that those 
strange bipedal cats were passing by him. 

“Oh damn,” he said, “they’re jungle cats! 

now they're going to kill me." 

But they just gave him an indifferent look as if they didn't care 
about him. 

“they should eat me! And instead they pass me by!? 

What is stopping him?” 

He sniffed his suit and noticed that the mint scent was still 
lingering on him. 

“Is that perfume they sprayed on me? 

Bless those guys wherever they are.” 

He walked slowly, starting to observe the jungle cats. 

Most of these cats wore a long shirt made of jute fibers that 
reached to their knees, while others, who were younger, wore a 
modest skirt made of leaves. 

He began to walk with a little anxiety, but this anxiety quickly 
vanished when he rationalized that these cats were, or at least 
appeared to be, very good. 

The females, busy sewing or cultivating the land, greeted him 
and some of the puppies even petted him. 
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Some of these cubs wanted to invite him to enter the center of 
the village, but when Den noticed that there were some oxen 
tied with a chain and some rabbits in cages, he ran away on all 
fours. 

Luckily, no one chased him in that race. 

Soon after he found himself outside the woods, in a large valley 
full of trees and undergrowth, from which in the distance he 
could see that there were several ruined and long-abandoned 
buildings. 

He began to take a few steps, when something made him trip, 
making him fall on his nose on the ground. 

He stood up and began to look at the object that had made him 
fall. 

This was a stone cross, split in some parts, broken in the center 
as if someone had hit it with a pickaxe. 

“T wonder what it was originally used for,” thought Den. 

A rabbit passing by erased all his thoughts and, with his mouth 
watering, he immediately started chasing it. 

But the more he ran, the more he noticed that hundreds and 
hundreds of rabbits were popping out of holes in the ground, 
which, instead of increasing the probability of one of them 
ending up in Den's stomach, decreased it. 

He ran in vain for many hours, until, exhausted and with his 
tongue hanging out, he lay down on the ground. 

“T'll never be able to catch one” he thought, then melancholy 
took hold of him and he also thought “by now Patrizio and the 
others will already be feasting while I'm dying of hunger”. 

The word hunger reminded him that he had some sandwiches, 
five to be precise, in his bag. 

He took one and savored it with great pleasure, since in 
addition to the rocket there was also goat's cheese, a food he 
had never eaten. 


“Very good,” he thought, chewing with gusto. 
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After having stuffed himself properly and taken a sip of water, 
he decided to take stock of the situation. 

“let's see” I am in a large expanse of grass with many trees, 
however I cannot see if there is any village of foxes that can 
welcome me, nor if there is a fresh water stream to fill the 
canteen when it runs out, all this is a bit worrying, however I 
think I should create a shelter for myself since night is 
approaching”’. 

In that valley there were no dracaenas, but trees of different 
types, including incense trees, myrrh trees and some desert 
roses. 

They are trees with a squat trunk and branches that reach 
upwards a bit like arms reaching towards the sky. 

He went under them and took some twigs, then when he was 
sure he had taken a sufficient quantity, he looked for an area 
where he could build the little hut he had imagined. 

He found it in a sort of depression in the ground filled with 
bricks that was located not far from a ruined building. 

Den wanted to know more about this building, but decided he 
would go explore it tomorrow. 

Having built the hut and eaten half a sandwich, he fell asleep. 
But his sleep was soon disturbed when he heard in the distance 
a mournful and heart-rending cry, as if from someone in 
terrible pain. 

With terror in his heart, he heard that the one who was making 
the noise had stopped near his hut and had started to cry 
terribly. 

“But who is crying so much?” 

he wondered as his head slowly began to peek out. 

In the darkness he could not discern anything else except a very 
tall shadow with indefinite outlines which, however, stopped 
crying after a few seconds and walked away, moving at a 
moderate pace. 
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“T’m scared,” thought Den, “I’m so scared.” 

The next day, he woke up after midday. 

He walked towards the building, being careful not to trip over 
the large amount of boulders that were hidden in the 
undergrowth, then he climbed onto a bell that was lying alone 
among hundreds of bricks, and which was positioned in a 
wooden structure that had the task of transporting it, and he 
was able to observe it carefully. 

The building, which was small in size, had a rectangular plan 
with a single wooden door, which was very large and had 
almost completely disappeared. 

On the outermost part one could see the initial part of what 
must have been a great tower, which however, Den thought, 
must have fallen a long time ago, since the boulders in its 
vicinity were completely green due to the vegetation that 
covered them. 

Once past what remained of the door, he found himself in a 
large open-air room, since the ceiling, which must have been 
made of wood, had practically disappeared. 

As he walked, he noticed that in the center of the room, right 
above an altar, there was a cross similar to the one he had 
tripped over the day before. 

As he walked, he didn't notice that he had stepped on a rather 
peculiar carpet of leaves. 

Observing a fresco of a person watching an angel descend from 
heaven proved fatal to him: someone hiding in a hole covered 
in leaves jumped out and forcefully slammed him to the 
ground, holding a knife to his stomach. 

The blade flashed quickly on his belly, but it did only that, for 
the young man who had suddenly appeared threw it away and, 
sitting down on the ground, put his hands to his face. 

“what am I doing!” 
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he said to himself “what if he had poison in his body that 
would kill me?...I will kill him when the hunger is so great that 
it clouds my intellect’. 

Den didn't understand Soqotri, but seeing that the guy had a 
slightly gaunt face and red eyes, he thought, "I think this guy 
isn't good at hunting rabbits either, I'll try to be nice so I'll give 
him a sandwich since I feel sorry for him." 

However, he made the mistake of approaching the young man 
with the entire backpack held in his paws. 

When he saw the sandwiches and the canteen, he ate them and 
drank it in one gulp, leaving Den with his mouth wide open 
while crayons fell to the floor. 

"Fantastic!" 

Den barked angrily, “What are we going to eat now, grass with 
bricks?” 

The young man didn't understand Vulpine but he sensed that 
the supplies were running out, however, placing a hand over 
Den's mouth, he signaled him to be quiet. 

He took him under his arm and jumped with him into the hole 
in the ground, while outside the building a clawing noise and 
excited squeaking began to be heard, then several jungle cats 
began to come down the walls. 

They, five of them in all, began to examine the environment, 
now scanning, now sniffing various nooks and crannies as if 
they had found a trail. 

In the eyes of these beings there seemed to be a whitish flame 
which moved in a purple iris. 

On their backs, tied with laces, they all had small axes. 

Overall they were huge cats, as big as men, but the way they 
moved had a dark quality. 

The end result was a truly terrifying experience. 

One of these cats began to scan the grass and while doing so 
accidentally stepped on one of the crayons. 
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Intrigued, he took it in his hand. 

He began to draw circles on the ground, while everyone else, 
now aware that there was nothing in the ruined building, went 
away. 

The cat began to draw for many minutes, literally killing the 
little fox and the boy with boredom and fear, and as time 
passed they couldn't take it anymore. 

Before he left, the cat noticed that he had forgotten to use a 
green crayon that was lying a few feet from his tail. 

He tried to touch it, but as soon as the pad of his finger 
touched its wax surface, the cat felt a shock and ran away, 
taking with him all the other crayons, leaving only the green 
one. 

“Damn,” the boy replied, re-emerging from the hole after 
letting Den out first. 

Den made a gesture with his paws as if to say “that was a close 
call.” 

“You're right,” the boy replied, taking the green crayon and 
handing it to Den, then making gestures to him, making 
pictures on the wall with the moonlight. 

While gesturing he also spoke: “Those are jungle cats, they are 
very dangerous, this is their territory”. 

Then he stopped gesticulating and put a hand on his chest. “Let 
me introduce myself. My name is Sadiq.” 

Den seemed to have grasped something, because he repeated 
almost mechanically even if the pronunciation was not perfect 
“Skidc” and pronounced “Den”, but the sound was more 
similar to a sound that transcribed would be equivalent to 
 sren 

Sadiq chuckled and gave him a little applause because he 
appreciated his effort, then his expression became serious and 
he gestured something that could be translated as “Sren, we are 
in grave danger in this place, we are in the territory of these cats 
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and we have to get out of it as soon as possible, the next day at 
dawn, after the prayer, if you are willing to follow me, we will 
leave”. 

Then Den made a gesture to him as if to say “I agree with you, 
but how did you end up here?” 

Sadiq thought for a moment and then gestured something like 
“T was patrolling around the city of Hadibu when a group of 
jungle cats chased me, luckily I found a log and with it I threw 
myself into a uidian (watercourse) which flowed and dragged 
me all the way here in Haijria, luckily I found this ancient 
Christian church to hide in’’. 

Den watched all those gestures without understanding a thing. 
“Tomorrow,” Sadiq gestured, “we will leave after I have prayed. 
For now we must go to sleep because the better you sleep, the 
sweeter your awakening will be.” 

They went to sleep, returning to the hole in the ground again. 
The next day, after Sadiq had prayed, the two left the church 
and set out on their journey, but their steps were punctuated by 
several stomach rumblings. 

“Oh, I'm hungry!” 

Sadiq sighed. 

Den made a gesture as if to say “I’m hungty too.” 

“Very good,” said Sadiq, “let’s see if we can catch some 
rabbits.” 

They both started running after the first one they found, but he 
was very fast and in a flash he slipped into the first crevice in 
the ground. 

After a while, in addition to hunger, they also began to feel the 
pangs of thirst. 

“Damn,” Sadiq said, “I should have rationed the water in that 
canteen, let’s see if....” 

and he didn't finish the sentence because his eyes lit up when 
he saw a large plant towering majestically above a hill. 
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Both of them climbed with some difficulty the steep slopes that 
led to the heights. 

“but what does he want to do?” 

thought Den. 

It was a plant five feet tall, with a squat trunk and beautiful pink 
flowers sprouting in dozens from the branches. 

Arriving near it, Sadiq drew the sword he had in the sheath on 
his back, and began to strike its trunk with force until he saw a 
small drop of water gush out. 

He gestured to Den to hand him the canteen, then gave 
another hard push that brought out a small trickle of water. 

He filled the canteen to the brim and handed it to Den, then, 
after he had drunk first, invited Den to drink as well. 

“This is the desert rose,” Sadiq began. “To resist drought, it 
accumulates water reserves in its trunk. You can find a lot of 
them on the heights here in Hajiria.” 

Den made a lot of head gestures as if to say “I got it” even 
though he hadn’t actually caught anything. 

Sadiq noticed that the sun was now at its zenith, seeing that 
down on the hill there were some dracaenas with very high 
crowns, so he said to Den "the midday sun will surely kill us, 
let's go down and take shelter under those dracaenas, hoping 
that there are no jungle cats nearby, then we'll leave again when 
it's warmer". 

They went down and found shelter under one that was further 
away from the others. 

As they soon realized, it was a stupid move. 

To pass the time, Den had begun drawing a rabbit on the trunk 
with green crayon, while Sadiq observed the imperfections of 
the sword. 

While he was drawing the rabbit, the crayon fell from his paw 
and as he bent down he heard a loud noise reach the trunk, 
followed by a crack with many splinters of wood. 


27 


SOCOTRA 


Getting up, he observed with terror that there was a hole in the 
rabbit's forehead from which smoke was coming out. 

Turning, he noticed that Sadiq had drawn his sword and was 
looking with determination at a group of four men who were 
approaching. 

Their leader, since the others were deliberately slowing down 
their pace, approached with a determined and carefree step, 
looking at the two with a bored expression. 

Unlike the others, who were very young, he must have been 
well advanced in years, since both his moustache and his hair 
were gray. 

He was wearing a brand new beanie, while over his shirt with 
green buttons he had a blue cape, which covered his canvas 
trousers down to his knees. 

Clutching the butt of a black musket in his hands, he said in a 
very ungrammatical Sogotri, “Good morning, what a surprise! 
, it's not every day that you have a Socotra knight in your home, 
forgive me if I've thrown a punch at you, but I thought you 
were jungle cats or worse still some spy of our enemy Lord 
Sweetplaster”. 

The man's voice and movements immediately struck Den as 
very strange and disturbing, as it is in the nature of animals to 
intuit things before men. 

Even though Sadiq understood who he was talking to, he put 
his sword back in its sheath and asked, “Can you kindly tell me 
who you are?” 

and what part of the Hajiria plateau are we in?” 

“Of course,” replied the man, “my name is Tristao da Cunha 
and this is the territory of the city of Sugq, this is the land of 
Portugal.” 

Sadiq thought back to a few years earlier when the Portuguese 
conquered the north-western coast of the island and the city of 
Sug with sword and musket fire. 
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“We thank you but we don’t want to be anyone’s guests,” Sadiq 
said in a gentle voice. 

Tristao, however, was of a different opinion. 

“Tf you will tell me where this fox's village is, then I will let you 
go,” he said, gesturing to his companions, who loaded their 
muskets and aimed them at the fox and the young man. 

Sadiq obviously did not know where the village of Den was, 
and imagining that the Portuguese would kill him anyway, he 
tried to use his brain: “I don’t see why I should tell you, the 
task of us knights of Socotra is to protect the ecosystem and 
nature of Socotra, a knight will never betray his oath to St. 
Thomas”. 

Tristao chewed bitterly “I found a brave knight” he said sternly 
“but we will see shortly how brave you will be in the torture 
chamber, men it is time to get moving!” 

Pointing their muskets at them, the Portuguese ordered the two 
to move on. 

Thus, terrified and with hearts in turmoil, the two began their 
journey towards the fort of Suq. 


In the year 1507, a Portuguese fleet besieged the port of 
Sug and conquered it. 
The victors, having taken the port, quickly conquered the entire 
city, defeating the Socotrians and establishing their base there 
for future operations. 
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Not considering the Socotrian structures safe, the Portuguese 
decided to build a fortress, which was located on a steep hill 
which was reached, not without difficulty, via a steep climb. 
“It's huge,” thought Den, his eyes watering with fear and 
exhaustion. 

Sadig looked around for any possible escape routes but 
swallowed bitterly at the thought of finding none. 

After stumbling several times and being kicked by the 
Portuguese, the two reached the front door. 

On the sides of it, two enormous “Socotra worms” emerged 
from cylinders from which it was possible to see that their tails 
were blocked by a chain. These are snakes endemic to the 
island and they immediately tried to bite both the Portuguese 
and the new guests. 

“Are you still determined to keep your mouth shut?” 

Tristao asked, chuckling. 

The interior of this building seemed immense to Den's eyes, 
but although it was late in the day, one walked only in a gloomy 
darkness. 

Another man arrived, dressed in a red jacket, who asked 
Tristao, “Commands, vice-admiral, where are we taking these?” 
“Put them in the cell with the jungle cat, who knows if the cat 
will eat their tongues” Then after the two were led up a 
staircase, he asked another “Has Admiral Alfonso returned?” 
and he replied, “yes, he’s in his room.” 

Tristao thought for a moment and then said, “Please don’t let 
him know that a knight from Socotra was brought here with a 
foxhound, am I clear?” 

Meanwhile the two were led to their cell. 

With a metallic screech of a large key, the guard closed the iron 
door and, whistling cheerfully, left. 
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Den smelled something coming from the darkness of the cell 
and with a quick tug made it clear to Sadiq, who clung in terror 
to the wall. 

“is it the g-cat-to ju-ngla?” 

he stammered in the greatest terror. 

Plunged into complete darkness, in the corner of the cell where 
there was a bench to lie down on, two bright, sparkling eyes, 
one green and the other red, stared at their two new 
roommates. 

In a terrible sogotri, the jungle cat who came out of the 
darkness, with a faint voice that betrayed tiredness, said "Don't 
be afraid, I haven't been very hunery lately". 

He was in a terrible state: he had lost many tufts of hair and 
had several bruises that literally covered his entire being. 

Sadiq relaxed slightly, but still remained cautious and did not 
approach, saying, “What are you doing here?” 

Did you perhaps attack any Portuguese?” 

“me attack? 

no, we zanbu (this was the term these cats used to identify 
themselves with) just tear people apart....however, it was the 
Portuguese who attacked me and my friends”. 

“and how did it happen?” 

Sadiq asked “a damned fox went to reveal the location of our 
pack to the Portuguese...but what do we have there?” he said, 
looking at Den carefully. 

Den hid behind Sadiq's legs, shaking like a leaf. 

The jungle cat licked his lips and leapt at Den, but Sadiq, with a 
mighty punch, knocked him to the ground. 

“You're lucky ’'m exhausted,” replied the cat, and then, in great 
pain, he retreated to his dark corner. 

A few hours passed: the jungle cat meowed in soqotri to the 
guard for some food, while Sadiq prayed and Den painted on 
the cell wall. 
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When the jungle cat saw the crayon in Den's paw his eyes lit up. 
He seemed highly intrigued and tried to snatch the crayon from 
its paw, but in the struggle that followed, the tip of the crayon 
hit the cat's fur, which changed from white to a color 
comparable to a very light green. 

“what kind of madness is this? 

So it's the Pomeranian that Klopstoki...” thundered the jungle 
cat in dismay, speaking in a very narrow cat tongue which in his 
intentions was to be close to the Pomeranian. 

But Volpine was a very difficult language even for 
incomprehensible beings like jungle cats. 

Den, who had guessed, simply moved his paws and made 
noises. 

“my group will definitely not accept me! 

but what kind of sorcerer ate your” 

While they were engaged in these thoughts, they heard the 
sound of someone's footsteps approaching. 

All three fell into religious silence. 

The man in front of the bars threw small bones with chicken 
attached into the cell. 

He was a very tall, plump man, dressed in a long robe made 
from sackcloth and a belt that tightened around his waist. 

A small wooden cross was beating on his chest, but it was 
broken in some places. 

As soon as the jungle cat saw him, his fur stood on end and his 
claws slowly emerged. 

“hurry up, eat and listen to me” he said in a low voice in a 
precious sogotri “tomorrow morning at dawn I will come here 
to open the cell for you, what you have to do is exit through 
the door where you entered and always go down, until you 
reach a staircase that goes down to a sea inlet, I have to go... 
see you tomorrow’. 
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After making sure Sadiq understood, he walked away with his 
head bowed and his hands clasped, muttering something a bit 
like he was praying. 

Den didn't understand anything and had the other two explain 
it to him, who were gesticulating, but he still couldn't 
understand anything. 

“If I tell them to explain it to me again,” he thought, “they'll 
definitely think I’m an idiot, so I might as well pretend I 
understand.” 

Thus the three spent the hours in complete restlessness. 

We tried to talk and reason a little, but the jungle cat was so 
nervous and touchy that as soon as anyone dared to utter a 
sound or take a step, he meowed like a madman. 

He was so nervous that it was not even possible to ask him his 
name. 

That long night passed very slowly, until to everyone's great joy, 
the first rays of the sun entered the cell. 

“Tt's dawn,” said the jungle cat, rubbing his paws. “We'll be free 
soon.” 

About ten minutes later, silent footsteps were heard 
approaching and then the friar turned the key in the lock with 
excruciating slowness. 

But as soon as he opened the door, the jungle cat immediately 
jumped on the poor friar and began to bite and scratch him. 
Unfortunately, instinct had prevailed over reason. 

Sadiq put Den on his shoulders, gave the jungle cat a very hard 
kick, then headed for the door, but there he found a bitter 
surprise: two guards had just opened it and were running 
towards them. 

"damnation! 

And now?” 

he muttered as he walked back towards the friar who was 
dripping blood from his face. 
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“Come down from here and throw yourselves out of some 
window,” said the latter, exhausted, on the ground. 

The two, followed by the jungle cat who had come to his 
senses, ran breathlessly up a long flight of stairs, until they 
found themselves in front of a door. Once they opened it, they 
found themselves in a room full of drawings hanging on all the 
walls depicting the various animals of the island. 

They closed the door so quickly that the old man who was 
sleeping in a large ochre armchair suddenly woke up. 

“Who ate you to come in here? 

Guards!” 

he exclaimed turning to Sadiq, but as soon as he saw Den, his 
face changed from rough to sweet, and with a delicate voice he 
said "but who are you little one? 

And this other one must be a knight from Socotra who came 
here to give me a Pomeranian as a gift. I would gladly accept, 
but unfortunately I am allergic to their fur." 

Meanwhile, they rushed into the Tristao hall together with a 
dozen guards armed to the teeth. 

Before he could say anything, the old man said to him, “Ah 
Tristao, what a clever idea you had to bring a knight from 
Socotra here to ease the tension with Lord Sweetplaster, but 
how many times do I have to tell you that I am allergic to fox 
fur! 

cabbage head!” 

“But Captain Alfonso I....” 

said Tristao, disconcerted. 

“But what the heck?” Alfonso retorted annoyed. “Now you 
give a skate to this good young man who even has a jungle cat 
as a friend and you let them go.” 

“Of coutse, captain, it will absolutely be done” replied Alfonso 
trying to grind his teeth as little as possible. The three were 
made to descend into the natural inlet that the friar had told 
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them about the day before and they could not help but be 
enchanted by the wonder that awaited them. 

Having descended a long series of stairs, the three found 
themselves in a cave open to the open sea, where the incoming 
water created a sort of natural pool in which boats of various 
sizes were moored. 

Tristao, looking very nervous, led the three to the most rickety 
paddle boat he had, and gigeling hysterically, said to Sadiq: 
“You'd better hurry up and get back home, I wouldn’t want 
there to be high waves today, with the arrival of the trade 
winds.” 

Sadiq, in order not to make the situation worse, did not answer, 
and after unmooring the boat, he took the oars and began to 
row until he left the cave. 

However, Tristao was not finished yet: with a precise musket 
shot he grazed the outside of the skid, which nevertheless 
began to take on water, albeit very slowly. 

Then waving his hand in greeting, he said in a loud voice, “This 
is the gift from me.” 

“This was all we needed,” thundered Sadiq, trying to 
understand the extent of the damage. 

Den tried to cover the gash with his tail, but he couldn't. 
Gesturing, he asked the jungle cat if he could lend him a paw, 
and the cat, although the sight of the sea made him terribly 
nervous, did a good job with his long, tapered tail, even though 
every drop of water that touched his fur made him meow 
plaintively. 

As if Tristao had cast the evil eye on him, because of the trade 
winds that blow on Socotra at that time of year, very high 
waves had arisen, which, although fortunately did not endanger 


the stability of the vessel, nevertheless made navigation 
difficult. 
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Sadiq, unaccustomed to such an effort and somewhat worn out 
by the day's turmoil, was showing several signs of giving way. 
“He can’t take it anymore,” thought Den. 

He approached him and put one paw on his chest, while with 
the other he indicated the place where Sadiq was sitting and 
also made the gesture of rowing. 

It was a way of saying “T’ll take care of it now.” 

Sadiq was very glad to give up his place to the fox, and very 
tiredly he lay down on the starboard side of the boat with his 
fingers indicating to Den which direction to take. 

Den rowed hard and vigorously until he noticed in the distance, 
on a cliff, a person busy doing something. 

He was a man like all the others, but the thing that made Den's 
eyes light up was that this man was painting! 

Because of the distance, one couldn't see much, but it was 
certain that he was painting on a canvas placed on an easel. 

“T would love to go painting with him,” thought Den. 

Sadiq gestured for Den to row towards the reef, but this turn 
proved fatal as Den applied too much force in turning. 

Not only did the man take the canvas and walk away, but the 
jungle cat actually lost his balance and fell into the water with a 
big splash, causing the curious sunfish that were swimming 
nearby to come closer. 

The jungle cat returned to the paddle, but the damage was 
done: the vessel was taking on water from all sides. 

Sadiq wanted to say many things to Den and the cat, but when 
he realized that the boat had sunk and saw that the sunfish had 
come closer, he quickly exclaimed with all the breath he had in 
his body: “Come on! 

jump on those fish.” 

The sunfish of Socotra of that time, also thanks to the rich 
ecosystem from which they drew nourishment that was not at 
all polluted, were much larger than those we know today. 
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From some 17th century woodcuts we know almost for certain 
that they were and moved very slowly and appeared a bit like 
large amber or silver buoys. 

However, they were also very fast but quite natve, which is why 
of the seven who had rushed to observe the sinking, the three 
had managed to capture only one, who was clearly quite 
advanced in years. 

The three traveled a short distance across the sea in their new 
means of transport, until they heard a bang and a noise 
comparable to air escaping from a balloon. 

Den and Sadiq turned towards the source of the sound, noting 
with dismay that unfortunately the jungle cat had accidentally 
punctured the surface of the sunfish with one of its claws. 

The poor animal gradually deflated, causing the three to sink 
deeper and deeper into the water. 

It seemed that their fate was sealed, until the strong wind 
blowing on the sea stopped, revealing a ship approaching at 
great speed. 

From the ship, some sailors threw life jackets, which were 
immediately grabbed by the three castaways. 

Using ropes that connected the life jackets, the three were easily 
led aboard. 

Once on board, several sailors approached them asking how 
they were doing, and Sadiq and the jungle cat could do nothing 
but exclaim exhaustedly “thank you, thank you”. 

“You don’t have to thank us at all,” said a calm and determined 
voice, “the task of a Socotra knight is precisely to protect 
nature and its inhabitants.” 

Sadiq, who thought he recognized that voice, raised his eyes 
towards the one who had spoken it, and could hardly contain 
his emotion when he saw who the person was who had spoken. 
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Standing before them, a brown-haired man in a red apron with 
a drawing of a green dracaena with many branches stares at 
them from behind dark glasses. 

He must have been between thirty and thirty-five years old, but 
the marked features of his face unfairly attributed him a few 
years older. 

“mahib faris” Sadiq stammered to him full of admiration, 
recognizing him by the color of his uniform. 

He was facing one of the mahib faris (majestic horsemen), a 
Socotra horseman who commanded a barracks. They were 
considered among the strongest and most influential men on 
the island. 

The faris looked at him carefully and then burst out laughing 
and once he calmed down asked him “may I know why you 
were shipwrecked with a Pomeranian and a jungle cat?” 

Is this the beginning of a joke?” 

“If only, mahib faris,” Sadiq replied, “let it suffice for you to 
know that we have just left the fortress of Sug by means of an 
unexpected grace.” 

“what the hell do I hear! 

>» 

replied the faris “have the Portuguese perhaps gone mad? 
Was there not an evil man named Tristaus who ruled?” 

“Prom what I understood, he was not the only one in charge, 
but a certain Alfonso, who gave us a little boat which 
unfortunately sank.” 

“Strange story,” replied the faris, “but good to know, it is time 
to return to Hadibu, after eating we will report, but first it is a 
good thing to send that jungle cat down somewhere.” 

They approached shortly after in an area where the sea created 
a sort of undertow, and the jungle cat made them get off, giving 
him some slices of salami which he ate immediately instead of 
keeping them. 
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“Thank you very much,” the jungle cat meowed joyfully. “T 
would have torn you to pieces for sure, but let me tell you my 
name so that if you should happen to end up in some woods 
you will know who will eat you. My name is Adih!” 

Oh before I forget...you little fox, always use that 
crayon...please remember..." 

never forget to use it for coloring and painting”. 

With that he quickly slunk away into a clump of trees and 
disappeared from sight, not before casting an inscrutable wink 
at Giur. 

However, Den, as usual, did not understand anything of what 
the jungle cat had told him. 

Meanwhile, in the fortress of Suq, in Alfonso's study, Tristao 
and Alfonso were chatting among themselves. 

“IT wonder if they’ve returned home?” Alfonso wondered, 
scratching his head. 

“of course, Admiral de Alberquerque” Tristao replied, “but too 
many thoughts make your hair fall out, don't think about it and 
instead drink it... some merchants from Goa a few weeks ago 
gave me a gift of a liqueur that I think is very tasty, let me know 
what you think”. 

Tristao poured it for him and Alfonso began to drink it, and 
after putting it down, he said to him “it's very good, pour me 
some more” “of course” Tristao replied happily “of course’, 
then he thought “the liquor that jungle cat sold me is taking 
effect right away. 


With his paws firmly planted on the bow rail, happily 
dodging several splashes of water that jumped on his face, Den 
watched in admiration as the white houses of the city of 


Hadibu drew ever closet. 
39 


SOCOTRA 


He observed with curiosity the high towers and the domes of 
the mosques, he was amazed by the fish he saw splashing 
around and the boats of the fishermen intent on casting their 
nets. 

The faris Giur, paced frantically from stern to bow and on 
several occasions was seen swallowing a strange blue liquid 
from a crystal bottle. 

Some sailors, who had guessed the reason for his nervousness, 
chuckled under their breath and many said, with the intention 
of making him even more nervous, "we are getting closer and 
closer, there is not much left." 

These statements almost always had the desired effect: his 
hands began to sweat, his forehead dripped, and he struck the 
mainmast with his sword. 

He muttered things like “one of these days ’m going to jump 
into the sea” and “I want to run away!” 


Sadiq was unaware of the reason for this tension, but very soon 
everything became clear to him. 

Waiting for the ship in port were not only sailors and dock 
workers, but also a girl dressed in white surrounded by a crowd 
of what were supposed to be her maids. 

The woman's whitish complexion, her long blond hair and her 
clothing, which consisted of a long robe that reached the 
ground, left no doubt that she was not originally from the 
island. 

Her jaunty behavior and her waving her arms to get noticed by 
Faris Giur meant one thing: Lady Ramona didn't want to go 
unnoticed that day. 

However, as you can see, despite having a beautiful face and 
being recognized as a true beauty, Faris Giur did not like her at 
all. 
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As soon as they got off the ground, in fact, pretending not to 
see her, Giur gestured to Sadiq and Den to follow him, but 
Lady Ramona followed him too, appearing in front of him. 
“What is itp 

, are you pretending not to see me today?” 

Lady Ramona asked him in English with a sulky face, but as 
soon as the Pomeranian passed by her, she let out a gasp of 
horror." 

what a horror!” 

I didn't know you liked these hairy monstrosities” how ugly and 
dirty” Sadiq didn't defend Den, who from his gestures had 
sadly intuited that Lady Ramona didn't like the sight of him at 
all. 

The sight of Lady Ramona almost numbed him, because one of 
his dreams was to get engaged to a very wealthy woman and 
become tich, so he wanted to talk to her, but Giur took care of 
defending Den. 

“I’m so sorry but I didn’t give you anything to talk to because I 
don’t talk to people who love animals,” he said in a 
contemptuous voice, mumbling broken words in English that 
were nevertheless intelligible to Lady Ramona, “and then these 
glasses are too dark, and sometimes they don’t let me see 
well...if you don’t need anything else, please let me pass freely. 
“have a good day” Lady Ramona took the shock and wanted to 
reply, but by the time she found the right words, Giur and his 
two companions had already left. 

Giur hid in an alley with Sadiq and Den, and after gigeling with 
them about Lady Ramona and her maids looking for him and 
asking people where he had gone, he spoke like this: “Forgive 
me, but this is the daughter of Lord Sweetplaster, the governor 
of the island who is a great friend of the sultan... and you know 
how these English are... you should not interfere much in the 
lives of those who are older than us... and now off to the 
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barracks 
what?” 
Giur asked “it's been a couple of days since I showed up at my 


well Faris, here I am...” Sadiq said timidly “you 


barracks in Gubbah, the faris will surely be worried, forgive me 
but I have to go home”’. 

“Don’t worry,” Giur replied, patting him on the shoulder. “Tl 
send a letter to the Faris of Gubbah, he’s an old acquaintance 
of mine, and I'll tell him that from today you’re one of us. Now 
let’s get going.” 

“You are too kind, Faris,” she said to him, trying to hide her 
joy, but she got no response, as Giur had flown off to the 
nearby city barracks. 

Every city or human settlement on the island had one and the 
task that its knights carried out was only one, that is to protect 
the island, its nature and its inhabitants. 

Legend has it that the order of knights was established by Saint 
Thomas, who, having arrived on the island after a shipwreck, 
decided to found a small Christian settlement there, which 
unfortunately did not last. 

Each knight was required to take the so-called "Oath of St. 
Thomas", in which the knight, entering a dark room, had to 
recite a long oath while kneeling and surrounded by ten 
knights, who sang annoying songs in Aramaic at the top of 
their lungs with the aim of making him make a mistake and 
start over again. 

The barracks was a small grey house, with Arab battlements on 
which some buntings had made nests. 

Placed on a wooden pole was a black flag at half-mast with a 
dragon being eaten by an enormous serpent embroidered in red 
on it. 

“what a special thing...will it be a legend?” thought Den looking 
at her. 
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When they arrived in front of the barracks door, they noticed 
Giur rummaging around in a flowerbed, huffing and puffing 
because he couldn't find what he was looking for. 

“Paris, what are you looking for?” 

Sadiq asked him “I think I saw one just a few days ago...in fact 
here it is”, 

Saying this, he tore off a light blue flower, a flower which 
ironically was called Ramona. 

Running a hand through his hair and adjusting his uniform a 
little, with a big smile plastered on his lips, he said, "Let's hope 
you're here today, I think it's your turn." 

Once the door was opened, the two found themselves in a 
small room where, sitting on an armchair, there was a girl busy 
scribbling something on a sheet of paper. 

She was a truly beautiful girl, with an olive complexion, two 
very bright almond-shaped eyes and a fresh face that radiated 
sympathy, like certain landscapes which are illuminated by the 
moonlight and acquire that delicate touch. 

He was wearing a blue apron and white trousers, from which 
sharp objects, perhaps scissors, could be seen in some pockets. 
The whole thing was completed with a sabre, which he hung 
from his waist with a hemp cord. 

Giur tried to give her the most beautiful smile he could, and 
quickly approached her and handed her the flower. 

“a beautiful flower for the most beautiful flower, oh my 
beautiful Giovanna” he said smiling at her with the hope of 
having made an impression. 

But Giovanna, who on several occasions when speaking to her 
friends had widely expressed her contempt for Giur, replied to 
him: "I'm sorry Faris, but I don't like flowers, and besides, you 
shouldn't touch flowers!" 

she scolded him, pushing him away with her hand. 
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Giur remained stunned and the clever Giovanna, taking 
advantage of those two seconds in which the neurons gave him 
a dignified answer, turned to Sadiq and asked him: "I see from 
your uniform that you are a novice... do you want to enlist with 
us?" 

Sadiq told her about the adventures he had experienced the day 
before, and instead of saying a few words of comfort, she said, 
“Oh, that’s all very well, but now, since you’re a novice, it’s 
time for you to learn the tasks appropriate to your rank. For 
now, let’s see what I can get you to do.” 

He put a finger to his lips as if he were thinking, then after 
looking at an abandoned basket in a corner with some dusty 
swords, with a smile that smacked of superiority he said to him 
"as your first task I'll give you the task - or rather I'll give it to 
your fox too - of polishing those swords over there. 

what are you doing standing here? 

Clean them well, please!”’ 


After he had given him this task he took a small mirror from 
his pocket and began to look at himself carefully. Sadiq and 
Den, visibly disappointed by the task entrusted to them, took 
some small chairs that were placed in a small closet and began 
to clean and polish the swords. 

There were so many of them that night fell and both Giur and 
Giovanna left, not before giving them the keys to a small room 
to sleep in inside the barracks. 

After three hours of uninterrupted work, the two were finally 
able to go to sleep in their new accommodation. 

This was a very small closet, with a small bed with brown 
blankets that reached right up to a single-leaf window. 

But a small problem arose: who was supposed to sleep on the 
bed and who was supposed to sleep on the floor? 
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With much gesticulating, the two somehow managed to work 
out a time agreement where for the first four hours of the night 
Den would sleep on the bed while Sadiq slept on the floor, and 
for the other four they would switch roles. 

All this would be interspersed with an hour or two of 
wakefulness. 

This was the so-called biphasic sleep, a type of sleep that was 
used in the Middle Ages. 

However, Morpheus was so strong that all their plans went up 
in smoke and they just slept. 

But at a certain point Sadiq got tired of this organization and 
forcefully grabbed Den by the tail, throwing him forcefully 
against the wall. 

The poor little fox hid in a corner, putting his hands between 
his ears and lowering his tail sadly. 

“T thought it was good. 


why this behavior?” 

That same night, at Jezabel Palace, the palace where the 
Sweetplaster family, Lady Ramona's family, stayed, the young 
woman with the blond hair was crying and sobbing on the 
windowsill. 

The pain of Giur's umpteenth refusal tormented her soul and 
the sweet and hopeful words of her personal maid were of no 
use. 

“mylady, don’t be discouraged” he said, stroking her hair 
“you'll see that the faris will understand what he’s losing and 
will quickly retrace his steps” “I hope so. 

if only he would give me a kiss my heart would benefit a 
lot...after all, with a kiss everything is fixed”. 

While they were thinking among themselves, there was a knock 
at the doot. 


45 


SOCOTRA 


Another maid entered and said, “My lady, the fortune teller has 
arrived. When you are ready and give me your consent, I will 
show him before you.” 

Lady Ramona wiped away her tears and, after making sure she 
looked presentable, waved him in. 

A man wrapped in a dark gray cloak entered the room. 

This man must have been a very old man, one could tell from 
his thick beard and white hair, and also from his very slow 
pace. 

Lady Ramona sat down at a small table and with a wave of her 
hand invited the fortune teller to sit down too. 

"How is it going?" 

Lady Ramona asked him and then gestured with her fingers to 
her maid who served the two of them tea in little cups with fine 
drawings of Indians in turbans smoking hookahs. 

“it's going as the stars want it to go, as they say every day and as 
they will say the day after today and the day after that “yes but I 
asked you how you are” giggled Lady Ramona “very well” 
replied the fortune teller “I'm glad that this time too you didn't 
stop at the first silly sentence. 

“T'm making progress,” Lady Ramona replied, exchanging 
knowing glances with her maid. 

“let's get to the point, do you want me to read your palm again 
this week? 

Right? 

“It’s CERTAIN!” 

Lady Ramona exclaimed loudly, I wouldn't have let you reach 
the palace otherwise, come on, let's not waste time chatting" 
and having said this she offered him her hand. 

The fortune teller began to trace the grooves in the palm of his 
right hand with his fingers, then he moved his eyes repeatedly 
and, as if he had seen something disconcerting, went to lean on 
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the windowsill and observed the horizon with a determined 
expression. 

Lady Ramona looked at her palm with fear, then with her heart 
in her throat, she stood up and asked the fortune teller what he 
had seen. 

“I saw,” the soothsayer began to speak solemnly, “that very 
soon you will love and be loved! 

but I can't tell you by whom since understanding the will of the 
stars is nebulous" Lady Ramona's eyes lit up with joy "so me 
and Giur?" 

and he didn't finish the sentence because he went to hug the 
waitress. 

“However,” added the soothsayer, “this man will be very 
different from you, he will come from a distant place and you 
will meet him in a situation of maximum danger.” 

“but then it's Giur!” 

Lady Ramona exclaimed with great joy. “I didn't say that,” 
replied the fortune teller. “But when you see a man who will 
save yout life, then you will understand.” “All right,” Lady 
Ramona replied. “You said that understanding the will of the 
stars is nebulous. Come on, take this bag of coins and go away. 
You've made my heart happy.” The fortune teller took the bag 
and went away. He left the palace and hid in a dark alley away 
from prying eyes. 

In a few seconds she took off her wig and washed off the 
makeup with wet cloths, which had made her unrecognizable. 
“What an idiot,” Giur sneered, thinking back to the lies he had 
told the girl. “How naive girls in love are, all you have to do is 
tell them what they want to hear and they immediately fall for 
it.” Meanwhile, at the palace, Lady Ramona's maid, who unlike 
him was much more lucid in analyzing things, was wondering 
to herself. 
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“T don't think her next love will be Faris Giur, but I think it's 
someone unknown, I wonder who it could be” 


In those days, in the former village of Den and in others 
scattered throughout the island, things were getting worse. 
The Portuguese attacks became more and mote intense, so 
much so that hunting trips in the wadi-dhaeru had been 
severely halved and many of the foxes had even begun to refuse 
to leave the village to hunt and trade. 

To avoid being attacked during sleeping hours, several villages 
had begun to dig underground tunnels, creating real 
dormitories. 

Ambushes were now the order of the day and they all had in 
common the fact that the enemies, the Portuguese, all had one 
red eye and one green eye. 

All the villages had started calling them “the evil ones with 
green and red eyes”’. 

Some brave men, in order to bring food home, faced their fear 
by entering the woods at dusk or when night fell. 

One of these daredevils was Patrizio. One night he left his hut 
with his heart in his throat and, moving quickly on all fours, he 
entered the woods. 

He had not taken four steps when he saw four men laughing 
and joking in front of the fire. 

He didn't understand their words, but seeing them made him 
nervous. 

“damned evil ones” he thought, clenching his jaws, “if only I 


could I would reduce you to pulp, yet you have those fire- 
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breathing sticks while I have nothing apart from my claws, ah if 
I could.... 

So I have to go back." 

He had just retraced his steps when an enormous black wolf 
with yellow eyes passed right beside him, making a strange 
noise similar to that of many springs being compressed. 

This very particular sound intrigued Patrizio a lot since he had 
never heard it before. 

“Don’t eat me, I beg you! 

I don’t taste good!” 

he begged him, kneeling down, but the wolf, as if he hadn't 
noticed him at all, proceeded quickly towards the fire. 

“But that way they'll kill him!” 

he thought, watching the wolf's calm gait. 

He followed him with his tail lowered in fear and joyfully 
witnessed the wolf's terrifying carnage: he leapt like a fury on 
the gigeling men, bit them, tore them, leaving blood and 
various limbs scattered everywhere. 

The men with the fire-eating sticks fired shots, but it was all in 
vain as none of the shots seemed to hurt him or draw even the 
slightest drop of blood. 

“What kind of wolf is that?” 

Patrizio wondered "it's absurd! 

He's a hero wolf! 

You are my hero!” 

she started screaming at him. 

He enjoyed the slaughter so much that he began to applaud the 
wolf's terrible deeds. 

The carnage continued until the wolf killed every last fugitive, 
then, having eliminated them all, he fled away. 

Patrizio tried to follow him to understand where his den was, 
but he couldn't. 
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“T have to figure out where he's going,” he thought. “If I could 
somehow make friends with him, I could definitely kill as many 
evil people as possible... 

meanwhile...”, just as he was thinking about this, he saw that 
there was a lot of blood on the grass and an idea flashed 
through his evil and wicked mind. 

He smeared his face, paws and overalls with blood and waited 
until the next morning. 

When he returned to the village, everyone was paralyzed just by 
seeing him. 

He showed up in the center of the village and after seeing that 
dozens of foxes had gathered to hear him speak, throwing his 
bloody tracksuit shirt to the ground, he exclaimed in a loud 
voice "earlier in the woods I killed five of those evil ones! 

five! 

but there are others out there who will taste the sweetness of 
my claws! 

Don't be afraid, my fox friends! 

From now on, I will be there to protect you!” 

There was a great barking of joy and then the sound of many 
tails wagging in agreement. 

That same day the word spread to all the nearby villages, and 
very soon everyone knew they could count on a new hero. 

To appear even stronger and more threatening, Patrizio had 
built a small gym in his underground lair. 

He had created dumbbells by tying large stones to sturdy 
branches and wooden benches whose inclination could be 
adjusted for doing sit-ups. 

The result of this effort was that within a month and a half he 
became so big that he stood out in size and physical strength 
from all the Pomeranians. 

However, something was bothering him: he wanted to know 
about that wolf's den. 
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And in this respect, luck was on his side. 

One afternoon, as he was returning to the village, he heard 
again that strange spring-like noise he had heard the night he 
had seen the wolf for the first time. 

He hid in a bush and waited until the noise got closer. 

A few steps away from him, a wolf was walking, almost 
limping, perhaps the same one from that night, and emitting 
sparks from the top of one hind leg. 

“what the hell is this?” 

thought Patrizio. 

He began to follow him to a place that the Pomeranian already 
knew, but hadn't seen for a long time. 

“wait, but I know this place! 

Isn't this the place that idiot and I entered? 

rather he entered”’. 

The wolf had in fact gone near the building where Den had 
entered to respond to Patrizio's provocation. 

The wolf stopped in front of the rock wall, and waited until it 
opened, revealing a dark tunnel. 

As I entered, the doors began to slowly close. 

“It's my moment” thought Patrizio, who, with a quick sprint, 
managed to enter the tunnel before it closed. 

He began to follow the wolf along that strange corridor, but he 
stopped when he saw that the wolf had entered a room where 
there was an old man sitting at a wooden table reading some 
papers, while near him there was a sort of being made entirely 
of wood, the size of a small man who was pouring a blue liquid 
mixed with invisible red drops into the old man's glass. 
Patrizio hid in a crevice and began to peer carefully. 

The wolf approached the table and only then did the old man 
seem to notice him. 
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He was a very tall old man, with a purple hat on his head, small, 
thin eyes and a face furrowed by an infinite number of 
wrinkles. 

She was wearing multi-colored tights, but all the colors had 
faded by now. 

After saying something that Patrizio didn't understand, the old 
man put on his glasses and watched the branch emerge from 
the proximal end of the wolf's paw. 

Observing carefully, Patrizio noticed that this old man also had 
one green eye and the other red. 

The old man took a screwdriver and began to take it apart. 

“so it’s not a real wolf!” 

Patrizio thought in dismay. 

The old man looked inside the leg and saw that some of the 
wires had completely burned away. 

He took another thread from a wooden box, and with the help 
of a pair of pliers that the wooden man gave him, he replaced 
it. 

After putting his leg back together, the wolf began walking 
again as he always had. 

The old man rose from the table and took the stairs, climbing 
with the wooden being to the upper floor. 

Patrizio, having obtained free rein, began to explore the room. 
Apart from the table, there was nothing else, except the 
darkness of the night which had now taken over. 

Retracing his steps, he realized with terror that the entrance 
through which he had entered was still closed. 

“T'll have to wait until tomorrow,” he thought, “I certainly can't 
go up there with the risk that the wolf will tear me to pieces. 

.I remember there was another entrance....tomorrow if the old 
man comes out, I'll try to find him...let's hope for the best”. 
He crouched in the crevice where he had hidden earlier, waiting 
patiently for the next day to come. 
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Around midday, his worries, which had been increasing as the 
hours passed, vanished, as the mysterious man, walking briskly 
and carrying a canvas, an easel and some brushes, came out 
through the very entrance through which Patrizio had entered. 
“how lucky!” 

he thought “now shoot!” 

He quickly climbed the stairs and found himself in another 
room, which opened onto a corridor. 

He would have certainly continued climbing, if he hadn't heard 
meowing coming from a room in the distance. 

As he walked slowly with his tail low in fear, he noticed that on 
the walls of this corridor there were many portraits of the sea, 
trees and animals that interacted with each other. 

He arrived in front of the door and as soon as he put his paw 
on the handle he thought: “If there is a jungle cat in there I will 
pretend to be his friend and then I will go and sell him to the 
Portuguese. It seems like a right and honest thing to do”’. 

After finishing these questionable thoughts, he took a deep 
breath and went inside. 

In the room, except for a desk with some books behind it, 
there was nothing of note, except for a portrait that 
immediately caught Patrizio's attention. 

He moved closer to take a better look: it was a portrait of a very 
smiling young fox wearing a pink tracksuit. 

“TI wonder who he was or who he is” he thought. 

He did not notice that just under the base that supported this 
portrait there was a small box. 

He was about to leave when a light meow could be heard from 
under a white sheet through which the bars of a cage could be 
seen. 

“help me please” the being that was underneath told him. 
Patrizio quickly tore off the cloth, observing a green eye and a 
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red one that were staring at him imploringly from behind the 
bars of the cage. 

Patrizio had recognized him, it was Adih the jungle cat who 
with his tattle had ended up in the clutches of the Portuguese, 
however Adih did not know that the spy was none other than 
Patrizio. 

“what do you want me to do, and then how can you speak 
fox?” 

he asked him, “I am very good with languages.... 

“If you free me from this cage I will reveal something very 
important to you,” the jungle cat replied. 

“Why should I trust a jungle cat? 

Do you think I'm clueless? 

""Because you better look in that drawer, there's a key." Adih 
replied. 

Patrizio did as he was ordered, and within seconds he opened 
the cage from which Adih very quickly slipped out. 

“Thank you very much,” he said with a frightening smile. 
“You'd better tell me this very important thing right away,” 
Patrizio ordered, pointing a paw at his face, “or Pll make you 
go back into the cage with my claws.” 

“Okay,” Adih replied, “look at this.” 

He approached where the portrait was and taking the little box, 
opened it revealing its contents.” 

Whate" 

Patrizio observed with disdain “it's a crayon, right? 

Is this the color red? 

a Pomeranian I knew used them Adih smiled and then 
continued "this is not a crayon like all the others, with this 
crayon you will be able to control the jungle cats "impossible!" 
Patrizio exclaimed in amazement, “You want to make fun of 
me, go away, you crazy person! 
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if that had been possible you would already be under my 
control then.” 

“T am a very peculiar jungle cat,” Adih replied. “That evil old 
man captured me precisely to experiment on me, but he can’t 
do anything...if you want, I'll show you how to do it. 

“Okay, you convinced me,” Patrizio replied slightly hesitantly, 
“let's get out of here as soon as possible.” 

Adih already knew the way and in the blink of an eye the two 
were out of the building, running breathlessly into the open 
nature. 

They entered the forest north of the village and after seeing two 
jungle cats chatting in a tree, Adih, after handing Patrizio the 
crayon, thought “I met them both... he doesn't get shocked. 
.there is no doubt that both are...” 

Turning to Patrick, he spoke to him like this: ““T'ry and see for 
yourself, draw a rope in the air.” 

Patrizio tried it and with great fear he noticed that he had 
created a sort of red rope which looked in every way like a real 
rope. 

“but this is impossible!” 

the fox thundered, very disconcerted. 

“With imagination nothing is impossible” Adih replied “now 
throw the rope at the two cats and let’s see what happens...” 
Patrizio threw the rope towards the two, and in an instant, even 
if the throw was wrong and at first it did not hit the targets, the 
rope as if it had a will of its own headed towards the two, 
trapping them and making them fall to the ground. 

The two jungle cats, after getting up, changed the color of their 
fur, which changed from brown to reddish, then at a quick pace 
they headed towards Patrizio and placed themselves in front of 
him. 

Nothing showed through their eyes, only a strange, glassy white 
color. 
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“order him to bring you some berries,” Adih suggested. 

“T order you to bring me some berries,” Patrick ordered. 
Having received the order, the two cats went into the depths of 
the forest and returned within a few minutes with their paws 
overflowing with berries. 

“Thank you very much,” Patrizio said, turning to Adih, but was 
shocked when he noticed that the jungle cat was no longer 
there. 

“so much the better that I'm alone!” 

thought Patrizio, “with this power I will be able to rule the 
whole of Dixam and beyond! 

No one will be able to stop me anymore!” 

He thought of a nearby settlement of foxes on which he could 
exploit his new power and smiled an evil, hateful, hideous 
laugh. 

Meanwhile, in the building, the old man had discovered the 
open cage and the emptied box. 

In despair, both the brushes and the canvas fell from his arms, 
while he began to scream and wriggle all over the room with his 
eyes turning a bright green and red, while the little wooden man 
mechanically rubbed his hands. 
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After having hypnotized about ten jungle cats with the 
power of the red crayon, Patrizio approached with them a 
settlement of foxes that was located not far from his, a 
settlement with which he and his fellow citizens had had more 
than a few disagreements. 

Well hidden among the branches of the trees and the bushes, 
he gave them the order to go and hide deeper into the woods, 
while he carefully observed how the village was organized. 
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“Now I'll show you who's boss” he thought, excitedly moving 
his tail from side to side. 

He waited until night fell, then launched his attack. 

He said imperiously to his jungle cats: "Kill only the males and 
take the females and cubs prisoner. Bring their leader here to 
me." 

He ordered the jungle cats to rush into the tunnels, then waited 
and remained silent. 

The screams of terror and despair were a source of joy for him 
and he could not hold them back in any way, since he jumped 
left and right, sometimes even doing somersaults. 

Finally, after an endless half hour of suffering, the settlement 
capitulated. 

However, their leader and some of his followers managed to 
escape, infuriating Patrick. 

He enslaved the surviving females and males, while he sold the 
cubs to merchants a few days later. 

Before leaving, he placed a jungle cat as governor of the 
settlement. 

Returning to his village, after having captured other jungle cats, 
he decided to build himself an enormous house on public land, 
unleashing the ire of his fellow citizens. He put about fifty 
jungle cats to forced labor and every day he watched them work 
in a hammock while sipping lemonade. 

During the construction, many people came to him to 
complain about his actions, and he responded to these 
complaints with a single, simple phrase: "If you believe in what 
you Say, go and repeat it to the jungle cats, they will be happy to 
listen to you." 

A brave young man tried, but the jungle cats must have been 
very tired that day, for he escaped with only eight wounds to 
the abdomen which kept him in his den for seven months. 
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After a month of work, his new mud, straw and pitch house, or 
big bayut as he had decided to call it, was finally ready. 

It was nothing special: it had only a bedroom, a swimming 
pool, a gym, a ballroom, a bank and finally his favorite room, 
which was a small room with a bookcase, where there were: a 
desk with a map, some books in Latin and some pencils that 
the jungle cats had bought from some Portuguese. 

He loved so much a book written in Latin with a translation 
into Volpinic by a monk from the Suq fort, that he learned this 
difficult language through reading. 

The book was called “The Lives of the Twelve Caesars.” 

He greatly appreciated the deplorable actions of Nero, admired 
the ambition of Domitian and observed with curiosity the 
follies of Caligula, while he hated with great dismay the fortune 
of Augustus, the naivety of Claudius, the goodness of Titus. 
On the map he began to draw the location of the various 
villages and noted next to them when and how to invade them 
and the amount of money he could collect. 

Within two weeks of building the great bayut he had invaded 
half of the Dixam plateau, and would have succeeded in 
invading it all if the free villages had not united and adopted 
measures which he could never have imagined. 

Upon his return from a war expedition, the jungle cat he had 
placed in charge explained to him the reasons for the defeat. 
“fire-throwing sticks! 

Those things the Portuguese call muskets? 

How did they get them?” 

he barked angrily “I have to have them too!” 

He then began to write a letter in Latin which he delivered to 
some merchants who were heading towards the fort of Suq. 
The answer came the next day. 
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The letter said that the Portuguese were willing to sell a batch 
of muskets they no longer used for a reasonable price, as long 
as they were not used against them. 

Patrizio accepted immediately and in no time at all the lot 
containing fifty-one muskets was delivered. 

Eager to conquer the entire Dixam plateau, Patrick set out on a 
new wat expedition against the alliance of villages, the so-called 
Volpine Alliance. 

However, Patrick immediately discovered that the Portuguese 
had played a dirty trick on him. 

Not only did the muskets not fire, but as he discovered when 
he bought a Latin book on weapons, they had faulty flintlocks 
and had to be thrown away. 

Patrizio could only imagine the laughter the Portuguese were 
having behind his back. 

“Damned, cursed, I will make you pay!” 

he howled angrily in his study. 

He decided to abandon for the moment the plan of invading 
the Dixam plateau and to devote himself solely to the 
destruction of the Suq fort. 

He bought a book on the Portuguese language and in a week 
and a half he learned that language, which, although spoken by 
despicable people, was, in his opinion, harmonious and pleasant 
to listen to. 

After studying the distance of the village from the Suq fort on a 
map, he sent his smartest jungle cats into the Hajria to inspect 
both the structure of the fort and any Portuguese presence 
points that could be attacked. 

He discovered that the Portuguese had built a camp with a 
turret, not far from the fort, as they had decided to build an 
outpost to be even more on guard against Saracen raids. 

After having studied a plan and having "recruited" about twenty 
jungle cats (there were no more of them in that area since the 
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fox alliance had warned them all about Patrizio's 
dangerousness), one night he decided to attack. 

He approached the moat with an army of one hundred and five 
jungle cats and after seeing that apart from three sentries who 
were patrolling behind the palisades there was no one left to 
patrol, he gave the signal to attack. 

The battle was quick but this time he killed no one and only 
one person managed to escape. 

Surrounded by about fifty cats, an elderly man who moved with 
great agility fought without any difficulty. 

He had eyes of a terrible red and green, which gave a sense of 
terror when you looked at him. 

“Who are you and how are you so strong?” 

he asked him in Portuguese “my name is Tristao” the old man 
replied “my strength? 

well you could have it too if you joined us.” 

“T don’t want to know anything about this witchcraft! 

I already have my jungle cats,” then waving his paw made about 
sixty cats go after him. 

Tristao, with a feline leap, jumped onto a fence and standing on 
top of it with his arms folded, exclaimed "this time you've won, 
but I really want to see if you'll be able to destroy the fort... but 
obviously not, you're just a stupid fox" and as he said this, 
purple smoke came out of his hands and completely immersed 
the camp in flames. 

He leaped into the darkness of the night and disappeared from 
sight. 

“damn Portuguese!” 

Patrizio growled in anger, “Nobody makes fun of me 
He had not realized that Tristao had given him something to 
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talk about in order to gain time and save the other Portuguese, 
who, thanks to the smoke that had spread very quickly, had 
managed to escape and get to safety. 
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He managed to take only one prisoner, a monk whom he 
recognized as the translator of his favorite book into Vulpine. 
“You are a great man, Don Francisco, you have done a 
beautiful translation,” he told him joyfully with the entire camp 
on fire in the background. 

The monk was perplexed for a moment, but then said a little 
fearfully, “I thank you, but I beg you to spare my life, I beg 
you.” 

“You don’t have to beg me at all,” Patrick replied. “You are 
free to go and teach the word.” 

The monk cried and thanked the fox and said: “You are very 
generous, but I must tell you that I listened to your 
conversation with Vice Admiral Tristao and I must tell you to 
abandon your plans of conquest and leave the fort of Suq 
alone”. 

"How come?" 

asked Patrizio with a face that showed concern. 

“the fort is well equipped with ditches and traps, then we have 
hundreds of muskets and arquebuses and other weapons...” “I 
am not afraid of them” replied Patrizio “the claws of my jungle 
cats can cut even the hard rock of the Haghier mountains”. 
“Don't be foolish,” Don Francisco replied, “have you seen 
what Tristao is capable of? 

He gave you free rein because the work of destroying the camp 
was vety expensive and you instead made sure that he didn't 
spend even a lira!” 

.These words deeply hurt Patrizio, who put his paws on his 
head and said: “Go away, Don Francisco, go away or I might 
reconsider being, as you say, very generous”. 

The monk began to take a few steps, but turned to Patrick and 
said, “Don’t be foolish! 

,it is much better to be alive and disappointed than dead and 
happy” and with this arrow of childbirth she went away. 
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“No one can tell me what to do,” thought Patrick as he 
returned to the village. 

In the silence of his study he analyzed the figure of Tristao 
through reasoning. 

“How could an old man have that agility? 

What kind of monster was her” 

These were the thoughts that tormented him. 

His curiosity to find out was so strong that he began to buy 
various books that talked about witchcraft and magic, but none 
of them could satisfy his curiosity. 

The desire for conquest, for the moment, gave way to the 
desire for curiosity, and he was so immersed in his reasoning 
that he suffered over books of magic and war, from dawn to 
dusk and from dusk to dawn. 

Tristao's words echoed in his ears, urging him to attack the fort, 
but something prevented him from proceeding. 

One night, while he was thinking these things, he did not hear 
someone very agile and furtive enter through the window. 

“If I attack the fort,” he muttered to himself, “I will surely be 
defeated and die, so I had better give up these thoughts.” 
“Who says you'll get beaten?” 

a voice he hadn't heard for a while asked him. 

“you are Adih...right? 

how did you get in? 

I have guards everywhere!” 

she blurted out, staring into his two green and red eyes. 
“Answer my question first,” Adih told him, looking him 
straight in the eye. 

“well, here... I think the Portuguese are too strong, they have 
weapons and bullets, while we only have furs and claws, it's an 
unequal fight” Adih burst out laughing “do you want me to 
believe that a Pomeranian like you, lord of almost all of Dixam, 
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is afraid of men who have only managed to conquer a miserable 
handkerchief of land? 

okay I understand I came to waste some of my precious time 
have a good evening”. 

Patrizio felt hurt in his pride “no, wait I've decided. 

“T will attack” “very good” said Adih joyfully, vibrating his long 
tail “that means I will now share with you what I have 
discovered about the fort’. 

Pattizio's eyes lit up and went straight to Patrizio's paws which 
were heading towards a bag he was carrying over his shoulder. 
“What did you discover?” 

“See for yourself,” he said, placing a sheet of paper on which 
various key points of the fort were drawn. 

It looked like a drawing made by a great artist, by a very expert 
hand. 

“The point east of the fort,’ Adih began, “has several cracks 
that are real openings, two of my kind could easily pass through 
arm in arm.” “But there are sure to be sentries there!” 

Patrizio objected. 

“Not at all,” Adih replied smiling. “Some men have left for 
India and the remaining ones have been placed to protect the 
entrance gate and the two lateral bastions.” 

“so you think you need to attack right there. 

it will be done”“you must be brave!” 

Adih told him joyfully, “only in this way can you become the 
master of all Socotra, but what about the whole island, give 
destiny a hand!” These words lit up Patrizio's soul. 

Yes you're right" he said, then looking out the window, he 
turned to the jungle cats and said "cats! 

Tonight we will attack the fort! 

We'll make them run away with their tails between their legs!” 
With a smile he turned to Adih, but had a bitter surprise: he 
was no longer there. 
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Patrizio quickly went down the stairs and, leaving the building, 
after having harangued the jungle cats and having brought 
about two hundred of them before him, he said to them: "Cats, 
let's go!" 

Towards the fort of Suq! They arrived at the fort at dawn, but 
they had a bitter surprise. 

The entire fort had been destroyed: dozens of dracaenae were 
sprouting from the ruins. 

“but how is it possible?” 

Patrizio wondered, “but it doesn't matter! 

They must have been scared and ran away! 

those cowards!” 

Among the rubble, someone could be heard muttering in pain, 
“help.” Patrizio approached him and, with eyes full of 
amazement, saw that the dying man was Don Francisco. 

he asked him “T'll help you, but you tell me what happened 
here” “suddenly... everyone...” he couldn't say anything else 
because he fainted immediately. 

“Damn...” Patrizio growled, “that means I'll sell you into 
slavery.” 

Meanwhile, well hidden in the shadows of the night, someone 
or something was watching the scene, moving silently, while the 
sound of a loud bell echoed in the night. 


8 


Meanwhile, Den's stay in Hadibu had been going on for 
months. 
Even though Sadiq gestured at him if he missed his land, he 
gave a firm expression and his tail that froze, giving a firm 
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no. 
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Sadiq had tried to get him to learn Soqotri but Den just 
wouldn't listen to studying, so Sadiq at least tried to make 
things easier for him. 

One day he showed up at the barracks in Den with a gift 
wrapped in red paper and tied with a yellow string. 

"Come on! 

Open it, it's for you,” Sadiq told him, hoping he would like the 
gift. 

Den tore open the wrapping with his teeth and his eyes lit up 
when he discovered that inside was a slate with white chalk. 
Overjoyed, he thanked Sadiq, jumping around him. 

Thanks to that blackboard they were able to communicate 
much mote easily and not just with gestures: when Den was 
hungry he drew a sandwich, when he was thirsty a glass, when 
he was sleepy a bed and so on. 

The days were spent patrolling with Sadiq in the hamlet of 
Hadibu that had been assigned to him, but this constant 
patrolling and wandering around in circles eventually tired Den, 
who much preferred drawing and painting. 

Tired of always seeing the slate that was filled with whining 
drawings and complaints, Sadiq inquired if there was a place in 
Hadibu where Den could go and spend his time so that he 
could earn something from him and repay him for the slate. 
To his great delight, he discovered that a group of painters 
gathered towards the port, painting and selling their pictures. 
The next day, on a clear, sunny morning, the two arrived at the 
port, where the first painters could already be seen painting 
ships. 

They were dressed in long blue overalls which were stained 
with various colors from head to toe. 

After speaking with the group leader, Sadiq drew on the 
blackboard Den who was painting with the painters and the 


65 


SOCOTRA 


time in the afternoon when he was supposed to return to the 
barracks. 

Den, who had understood for a long time, made a gesture with 
his tail that meant without a shadow of a doubt “TI understand! 
I can't wait to draw and paint with them." 

He ran quickly with the canvas and easel under one arm and the 
pencil case with the colours under the other, and immediately, 
encouraged by his new friends who were very curious to see a 
fox with brushes in his hand, he began to draw a preparatory 
sketch of a ship he had seen moored not far from the pier. 
The leader of the group, seeing that he was working very hard, 
wanted to give him some advice on how to improve the 
preparatory sketch of the ship he had chosen, and in doing so 
he was about to take the slate, but luckily managed to withdraw 
his hand with a quick jerk, since Den, jealous of his treasure, 
was about to bite it. 

The group leader, from that moment on, decided that gesturing 
would be the best idea. 

So a week passed, until the time came to sell the paintings in 
the squate. 

Den was very confident that someone would buy the painting 
of his ship, but as the minutes passed, he became more 
disappointed. 

Inflated by the optimism of youth, he thought that simply 
drawing was enough to be considered a good artist, he 
completely ignored the effort that comes from study and 
experience. 

Just as he was leaving with his colleagues who were also 
disappointed because they had sold almost nothing, a little girl 
with her mother approached his painting and said: “What a 
beautiful painting! 

mom, can you buy it for me?” 
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The mother looked at him and, making a disgusted face, said to 
her daughter, “Can’t you see that he’s really ugly? 

forget it, I'll buy you a nice toy instead." 

But the daughter began to insist: “No! 

“Mom, I want this painting.” 

Despite her daughter's insistence, the mother did not give in. 
The little girl had started crying and those tears deeply moved 
Den. 

Taking the painting, he handed it to the little girl, who, realizing 
that the fox was giving it to her, hugged him tightly. 

“We can’t pay you for it,” the mother told him as she was about 
to take the painting from her daughter, but Den made a gesture 
with his hands that was more or less meant to mean “I don’t 
want money, I'll give it to you.” 

A few minutes later, Den greeted the little girl who responded 
with a loud hello. 

That same evening, while he was washing his overalls, which 
were stained with many colors, Den reflected on his gesture. 
“What a beautiful thing I've done” he thought “Why do I feel 
so good?” 

She wanted to tell Sadiq about it, but unfortunately she realized 
that such a feeling is not easy to explain in words, and quickly 
slipped under the covers. 

“but where is the painting?” 

Sadiq said, almost turning the room upside down. “If he 
doesn't have it, it means he sold it, and if he sold it, it means he 
hid the money somewhere.” 

She woke him up with some powerful slaps. 

Den woke up with wide eyes. 

Sadiq gestured broadly at him as if he were giving him coins, 
and Den replied that he didn't have any. 

This was enough for Sadiq to send him to sleep outside after 
having beaten his face up. 


67 


SOCOTRA 


“You wretched little fox!” 

he shouted at him angrily, “I feed you and so you pay me 
back?” 

he told him as he tied him with a chain to a post. 

Den could do nothing but spend the night howling his sadness. 
The next afternoon, while he was painting a sunset over the sea 
with broken boats, he heard a slightly too shrill silvery voice, 
which made him drop the brush from his hand. 

He turned around and saw with surprise the little girl looking at 
him with a toothy smile and her school books under her arm. 
She had brown hair tied in two braids that were not perfectly 
aligned, her features were so soft that they seemed to have been 
drawn with pastels, such as her cheeks which were a red 
tending towards pink. 

The eyes were blue and very large, while the nose was very 
small and full of freckles. 

The image was like that of a thirteen-year-old girl out of a fairy 
tale. 

“what are you painting today? 

Can I add a few brush strokes too?” 

Den handed her the brush, and within minutes his eyes were 
wide with amazement when he realized that the little girl was a 
prodigy in painting. 

"But who is this!?" he thought, disconcerted. 

In just a few brush strokes, the little girl managed to create a 
work of art where there would surely have been a scab. 

“I hope I did a good job,” she said, giggling, “but I really have 
to go back now or my mom will scold me. See you tomorrow if 
I don’t have a lot of homework to do.” 

He was about to leave when he remembered something “oh by 
the way I didn’t tell you my name. 
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my name is Martika, see you soon!” 

.That day was the beginning of a long friendship. 

Almost every afternoon Mariika went to visit Den and the two 
spent many hours drawing and, thanks to Mariika's sublime 
skills, also earning some money. 

But these joyful moments soon came to an end, one afternoon 
when bells could be heard ringing loudly. 

“But these are the bells of the Jeezabel palace,” Martika said 
wortiedly. “They only ring them when...let’s go and see what 
people are saying in the palace courtyard.” 

When they arrived, they saw with concern that a 
disproportionate number of people had gathered in the 
courtyard overlooking the steps of the building. 

“Den, let me climb on your shoulders, so I can’t see anything,” 
but Den didn’t understand anything and Martika had to draw it 
for him on the blackboard to make him understand. 

Once she climbed up, Martika could see that some knights were 
talking to Lord Sweetplaster, the richest man in the city. 

This was a very tall man, with a bald scalp and dressed, despite 
being a Westerner, in a long purple tunic with a gold stripe 
down the middle. The seriousness of his blue eyes made it easy 
to understand that he was a very serious and very smart man. 
There was general amazement when two colored men dressed 
in long yellow dishdashas and turbans of the same color, 
walked briskly followed by two Atlas lions. 

“Lord Sweetplaster has called the lions,” some said with 
concern, “something serious is about to happen.... 

“Maybe there are pirates,” others said. 

When Lord Sweetplaster returned to the palace with the lions, 
who moved very docilely, a knight from Socotra told everyone 
to be silent. 

“but that's Faris Giur” they whispered. 
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“My dear fellow citizens,” said Giur with an imperious voice, 
“news has just arrived that a pirate ship has been sighted off the 
coast of the city of Gubbah. The garrison of knights has asked 
for help from all the knights on the island. I and the knights of 
the city will set out immediately. 

.don't be afraid that we will be able to wipe out those 
criminals." 

The news was greeted with a mixture of concern and hope by 
everyone. 

Martika came down and taking the slate, she drew a jolly roger, 
the pirate symbol, which Den didn't understand, however. 

He drew him several pictures of bad people getting off a ship 
and after five minutes Den nodded several times. 

After saying goodbye to Mariika, he decided to head towards 
the barracks and see what Sadiq thought of this story. 

He found him harnessing a horse together with the faris Giur, 
Giovanna and other men. 

As soon as Sadiq saw Den, his mouth made a grimace of 
displeasure that Den didn't understand. 

In a contemptuous voice, Sadiq gestured at him something that 
sounded more ot less like, “Den, I have to leave, but I can’t 
take you with me because it’s very dangerous and you'd only get 
in my way. 

think about painting and let me find some money when I get 
back.” 

Den knelt down and put his hands in prayer in a kind of 
supplication, but Sadiq was adamant. 

Den then drew a bunch of keys on the blackboard, but as soon 
as Sadiq saw this drawing he got very nervous and made very 
nasty gestures at him, like “Who do you think you arel?” 

A Pomeranian who owns a barracks? 

Do you want to make people laugh at me? 
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Go get your paper and your crayons and go to the port to 
work!” 

Den went to get them with wet eyes and without even seeing 
the horses leaving, he went to cry and hid in an alley. 

“why did he behave like this?” 

he thought, wiping away his tears, “I didn't do anything wrong 
to him... I can't understand...” 

He spent half an hour in that alley in silence and pain, then in 
an instant an idea flashed through his mind. 

“of course!” 

he exclaimed joyfully, “I'll go and fight the pirates too.” 

so I too will be worthy of being a knight what was the name of 
the city? I heard something like..Gubbah?” 

So he took a map that he had drawn on a sheet of paper and 
began to look at it: “So I am in Hadibu and Gubbah is in it. 
also along the coast fortunately. 

I will try to walk along the beaches so that I do not run the risk 
of running into any jungle cats because from what I understand 
they hate water.” He went to sleep with his heart full of hopes 
and fears, then when it began to dawn, he set off for Gubbah 
but first he decided to make a short stop. 

Meanwhile, at Jeezabel Palace, Lady Ramona was crying her 
eyes out, sobbing words of despair to the fortune teller who 
had gone to read her hand this time too. 

“but do you understand? 

He didn't even come to say hello to me! 

to me! 

I am the most beautiful and the richest on the island, what can 
I do to make him love me?” 

“First of all, stop crying,” replied the fortune teller. “I read in 
your hand that you must make an extreme act of courage to 
meet true love.” 

"Sor" 
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asked Lady Ramona, her voice hoarse from crying, “What 
should I doP” 

and in an instant everything became clear to her "but of course 
I will also go to Gubbah and there he, seeing this extreme act 
of courage of mine, will certainly love me. 

ah, how clever you are, Mr. fortune teller’. 

“T'm just doing my job,” replied the fortune teller. “Now go 
down to the stables and steal a horse. In a few hours it will have 
reached Gubbah...” “Steal... Me?” 
Lady Ramona replied slightly hesitantly. 

“ves...stealing replied the fortune teller.... 

stolen things taste sweeter...don't you think?” 

Lady Ramona did not answer, but having said goodbye to the 
fortune teller, she was about to leave the room when he said to 
her. 

“My dear, if you go dressed like this, anyone from pirates to 
jungle cats will kidnap you, wouldn’t it be better to adopt a 
disguise?” 

“You're right,” he replied. 

She opened the doors of her huge wardrobe and put on some 
worn clothes that her maid used when she had to remove 
cobwebs from under the ceiling. 

She hid her blonde hair under a black wig and after applying 
some makeup to her face, that was it. 

From noble she had transformed into a commoner. 

“very good” the fortune teller replied, greeting her, “be careful, 
please”, after which he went to hide in another alley and 
thought “let's hope they kill her and if they don't I'll do it”. 
Lady Ramona returned the greeting and after waiting for the 
fortune teller to leave, she also went out. 

She went down a long, endless flight of stairs and her heart 
stopped when she saw the two lions sleeping peacefully in front 
of the entrance to the stables. 
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“I have to be strong,” thought Lady Ramona, “or I’ll never get 
anywhere.” 

He walked slowly, and in a few seconds he managed to climb 
onto the back of a very low black horse, comparable to a very 
tall pony. 

“I haven’t ridden since I was in England, let’s hope I do well at 
it,” he thought. 

He gave it a hard tug and the horse took off like lightning 
towards the outskirts of the city. 

Meanwhile, in Mariika's little room, something was knocking on 
the windows. 

“but who is throwing stones at this hour!?” 

said Martika, rubbing her eyes and walking towards the window. 
Opening it, she opened the window that looked out onto a 
small balcony and looking down saw Den waving at her. 

He gestured with his hands as if to say, “What are you doing 
here?” 

.He threw the slate to her and she saw that the distance 
between Gubbah and Hadibu was drawn on it with an arrow 
pointing to Hadibu. 

"T understand. 

he also wants to go with the knights." 

He returned to the room, took an object, and after drawing 
something on the blackboard, threw it to her along with it. 

It was a simple bracelet made with string, while a four-leaf 
clover was drawn on the blackboard. 

He immediately sensed that Martika was wishing him good 
luck. 

Wageing his tail frantically as his peers did and trying to make 
the least ugly smile possible, he expressed his joy at these gifts. 
She smiled and greeted him, then went back into her room. 
Putting his arms in prayer with his elbows on the bed, he wept 
a cry he had never cried before. 
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Meanwhile, one of the lions had just woken up, and smelling 
that Lady Ramona's scent was gone and that a horse had 
disappeared, immediately thinking the worst, he came out of 
the stable. 

He smelled Lady Ramona as she was getting further and further 
away and thought, “Damn! 

We're in trouble. 

If Lady Ramona gets kidnapped or worse, Lord Sweetplaster 
sends us to hunt boars on Kanchenjunga...I have to run!” 
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The route that Den had decided to take consisted of a long 
walk along the coast that should have taken him to Gubbah 
beach, however, after the first half hour of walking, Den 
realised that this was not as easy as he had thought. He was 
unable to get down to the beaches because they were populated 
by several groups of jungle cats and also because they were 
interspersed with large uidian which, in some cases, created real 
whirlpools. 

So he decided to walk along those rocky ridges that overlooked 
the beaches, but it was a very unfortunate choice. 

In fact, the path was punctuated by dozens and dozens of 
climbs, filled with dragon trees that sprouted like mushrooms, 
and descents interspersed with hills of debris made up of 
basaltic rocks thousands and thousands of years old. 

Every step made the pads of his lower paws bleed and he had 
to endure unbelievable suffering just to avoid letting anyone 
nearby hear him complain. 

At times he tried to pause, but these did not last more than a 
minute, since his ears often let him know the presence of 


someone or something approaching. 
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he thought. 

He hid in a kind of cave that arose on a beach, then holding his 
breath, with great fear, he discovered who was watching him: a 
large black wolf was wandering around, sniffing the territory 
that surrounded him, now observing the rocky ridges, now 
looking at the sea, now observing tracks in the ground. 

Den noticed that long puffs of smoke sometimes came out of 
the wolf's back, like smoke from a dallah. 

He also noticed that he didn't look like a wolf like all the others, 
but also had a strange way of moving and his fur seemed fake, 
almost like black-colored grass. 

The wolf, after sniffing some tracks on the ground, lit up his 
red eyes and began to run at full speed along the beach. 

Den emerged from the cave and could see that the wolf had 
leapt, with a huge leap, onto a rocky ledge from which he had 
descended a short while before. 

“what kind of wolf madness is that!? 

“Are there those wolves up there on the Haghier mountains?” 
thought Den in dismay. “It’s better to proceed along the 
beaches, Pll walk on the shoreline and if I meet any jungle cats 
Pll dive into the sea.” 

He began to take his first steps, but at sunset, with the last rays 
of the sun, he decided to start painting on a large rock that 
stood on the beach. 

When night fell, he dug a hole in the ground and threw himself 
into it, leaving only his nose exposed to the open air. 

Sleep was continually disturbed by frequent thoughts. 

“How will Sadiq be? 

, who was looking for the wolf? 

Should I have stayed in Hadibu?” 

Sleep, to the extent that it was of any use, was short-lived, and 
the morning light was like a liberation. 
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After eating some rice cakes that he had bought at the port 
shortly before leaving, he continued on his journey. 

Before him stretched an endless expanse of sand, occasionally 
interspersed with small uidian that he calmly waded through in 
their lower part. Suddenly the monotony was broken. 

“but are those...jungle cats?” 

he said in a low voice, observing carefully, “and who are they 
chasing?” 

He hid behind a group of isolated rocks and looked more 
closely: the jungle cats were chasing a poor, short black horse, 
which, now at the end of its strength, was neighing in panic. 
“poor thing!” 

thought Den, putting his hands over his face, “but I can't do 
anything more for him, he's done for...” In fact the horse 
climbed up a ridge that gave off a clump of trees, and five 
minutes later, after he had emitted a long, piercing neigh, there 
was only silence. 

“Damn” I can’t go through this stretch anymore, “if the jungle 
cats saw me it would be the end”. 

He tried to retrace his steps but it was all in vain. 

A group of jungle cats had taken up residence both on the 
beach and on the ledges above. 

He returned forward to the spot where he had stood before 
and, sitting with his paws crossed, patiently waited for night to 
fall. 

At night he began to take his first steps, however fires lit on the 
beaches forced him to enter the thicket of trees. 

He began to walk gropinely, his little paws shaking at every twig 
he stepped on and his tail low in fear. 

As he walked, his heart stopped when he noticed jungle cats 
wandering around left and right with torches in their hands. 
He threw himself on his back and began to crawl on his belly. 
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It was a very smart move, because even though he was 
completely unaware of it, jungle cats, and cats in general, had an 
eye property called tappetum lucidum, which allowed them to 
see in the dark with very little light. 

In the darkness he proceeded blindly, now bumping into the 
base of dracaena trunks or colliding with sharp thorn bushes. 
“friendship what do you make me do!” 

he muttered angrily. 

After a while, desperation took overt. 

Everywhere there were jungle cats with torches, everywhere 
there were their eyes constantly peering, Den did not have a 
moment's peace. 

She began to cry and sob. 

“T'm dead,” he thought, “T'll never see my friend Sadiq again.” 
The tears were flowing freely and the sobs were getting louder 
and louder, when someone put a paw on his mouth. 

“shhh” said the unknown voice “plug that whimpering hole or 
you'll get caught! 

.come with me so we can hide in a safe place.” 

In the dark of the night, Den could not make out anything of 
the mysterious figure, but one thing was certain, he had to be 
followed, or things would get worse. 

The figure leapt with great ease onto the branches of a very tall 
cucumber tree, a tree with a slender white trunk, which in those 
days had many branches and large fronds, which were used by 
the Socotrians to create fans. 

Den also tried to jump, but the poor jumping abilities of foxes 
and the distance from life in nature certainly did not help him. 
“Tl help you” the voice said to him: in an instant two very fast 
and furry jungle cat hands grabbed him and pulled him up. 

“a jungle cat! 

I'm finished!” 

Den slurred in panic. 
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“Please don’t eat me!” 

Den begged him, whimpering. “Stop whining and keep your 
voice down,” the jungle cat replied. “If I wanted to eat you, 
don’t you think I would have done it when we were at the 
fort?” 

“to the fort?” 

Den repeated, looking more closely at the jungle cat whose face 
was shrouded in darkness. “You are....” 

and as he said this he saw a green eye and a red eye shining in 
the darkness. 

“Adih,” replied the jungle cat. 

“but how?” 

asked Den “How did you learn my language?” 

I remember we had to gesticulate.” 

The jungle cat seemed surprised for a moment by this question, 
but with disarming naturalness, he said, “Because I studied it. 
.but now let's get to the point. 

I made you climb this tree because I need your help” “my 
help?” 

Den repeated perplexed “yes” replied Adih “my jungle cat 
companions haven't been them for a while now. 

they are doing cruel things because of an evil fox. 

they even kidnapped a girl who was passing by these parts and 
at dawn the....” 

“Tm sorry,” Den said sadly, “but I can’t help you. 

I've just grown out of puppyhood, and aside from giving you a 
few claws, I can't help you with anything." 

“Yes you can,” Adih replied. “You have the crayons with you, 
right? 

Do you have the green crayon with your” 

“Of course I have,” Den replied happily. “It's a very strange 
crayon. 

it never wears out”. 
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“Very good,” replied Adih. “Now Pll show you what he’s 
capable of. 

follow me”’. 

He jumped down from the tree and ran quickly on all fours 
into some bushes, immediately followed by Den who was 
following at a much slower pace. 

Spotting a jungle cat resting on a rock with a torch in his hand, 
Adih, whispering softly, said, “That one is right up our alley. 
take the green crayon and draw a rope. 

then turn it into a noose and throw it at him.” 

Den looked at him as if to say “this guy is crazy”. 

“Come on, what are you waiting for! 

.do it now! 

And never forget to use the crayon.... 

use it as much as you can” 

an annoyed Adih replied. 

Den drew a rope in the air which to his great surprise 
materialized, then after spinning it in the air to make it become 
a citcle, he threw it at the unfortunate man. 

This one, widened his eyes and changed the color of his eyes 
which in an instant became green and in a few seconds all his 
fur went from brown to green. 

Den didn't even have time to celebrate, as the jungle cat lost 
consciousness and in doing so dropped the torch from his 
hand. 

In an instant a small fire began to break out. 

Den turned to ask Adih for advice, but he was no longer there. 
The other cats, seeing the flames rising, quickly rushed over, 
while the cat that had been captured remained standing there 
watching the flames. 

“Damn,” Den growled, “that guy left me alone and now I have 
to fend for myself. 

I don't understand anything! What should I do!? 
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run away from there and go get some water.” 

He gave this command and the jungle cat immediately ran off 
to fulfill his task, while the others had rushed over with buckets 
of water. 

“let's see if I can catch all five of them one...two...three. 
launch!” 

He was lucky enough to create a large noose that caught them 
all in a large circle. 

They tried to jump out, but failed, as a green light lasting a 
second changed their fur from brown to blue. 

After they had put out the fire, and the other one who had sent 
for water had also returned, they went towards Den and 
stopped in front of it, with their arms outstretched and their 
tails erect, as if they were waiting for orders. 

Den looked at them with great fear: those fearsome beings that 
on other occasions would have torn him to pieces, now stood 
before him, like subjects before a sovereign. 

“how scary!” 

he thought, trying to hide the fear they caused him with a 
serious look, “this thing is absurd! 

okay...let’s use this power for good.” 

He cleared his throat and said, “Can any of you tell me where 
this kidnapped girl is?” 

One of them stepped forward and began to speak in Catjungle, 
but it was a language Den did not know since he barely knew 
his own. 

“can you tell me in Fox?” 

The jungle cat shook his head, making it clear with gestures that 
he could only translate it but not speak it. 

“Okay,” Den replied, putting his tail over his mouth as if to 
think. “If I pass you the blackboard with the chalks, could you 
draw it for me?” 

The jungle cat gestured that he would try. 
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The cat must have been very versatile in his drawing, as he 
accurately drew a throne in a forest, then a cage with a woman 
inside, and finally a pond with fish that Den had never seen. 
With some sadness, Den admitted to the cat, “You’re much 
better than me...congratulations, but now do you know how to 
get me there while being careful of the other cats I didn’t 
catch?” 

The jungle cat nodded and along with the others began to walk 
very quickly on all fours. 

They walked for about fifteen minutes along various dusty 
paths, then finally the cats beckoned them to come closer near 
a small wood illuminated by the light of many torches. 

Den, quite scared, approached with them near some tall bushes 
and slowly peeking his head out, he saw that disturbing vision. 
Sitting on a wooden throne, covered with a red velvet bench, a 
foxhound with a laurel wreath on its head was chatting with 
some jungle cats about a poor girl who was suspended in a 
cage. 

She cried and the mote she cried, the more the cruel fox 
laughed heartily. 

“Hey, I know the one in the cage. 

wait, but that guy is...”. 

"ENOUGH!" 

howled the cruel fox “now I will feed you to the Indonesian 
eels...eat my friends!” 

and having said this he lowered a lever which activated a 
mechanism that made the cage lower further and further. 

The cage was about to sink when a jungle cat appeared out of 
nowhere and punched Patrick in the face, causing him to break 
through the throne. Another one raised the lever, while Den 
and the other four broke through the wooden bars of the cage, 
saving the girl. 
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Patrizio stood up and, growling at the top of his lungs, said, 
“Who dared?” 


But no one remained to hear him except his jungle cats, for the 
attackers had instantly fled. 

“Who were those traitors? 

catch them again! 

idiots!” 

Patrizio thundered in anger. 

“There were five jungle cats and a green-eyed Pomeranian,” 
one of them said to him. “A green-eyed Pomeranian? 

It's not possible! 

He should have been dead a long time ago!” 

He ran with the other cats and his eyes almost narrowed with 
anger, when he saw Den in the distance who, together with 
some cats, was running away with the girl. 

Screaming at the top of her lungs she told him, “Run as fast as 
you can, Den! 

, 1 won't let you get away with this! 

Enjoy these days because they will be your last!” 

A shiver ran down Den's spine, but the cortisol released by the 
adrenaline of those moments lowered his fear and increased his 
courage. 

At one point Lady Ramona stopped, even though both the 
Pomeranian and the cats were gesturing broadly to her to get 
going again. 

“me, a noblewoman, saved from lousy, ugly animals?” 

he sighed, putting a hand on his forehead. “What a shame.” 
None of the animals understood what he was saying, but they 
sensed that he wasn't saying nice things. 

“Do you know English?” 
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he asked the animals The animals looked at each other as if to 
say “but why did we save her?” He saw the slate hanging 
around Den's neck and said “can I use it?” 

Den, appreciating her education, lent it to her, but gave her the 
most worn piece of chalk he had. 

She drew a village and made gestures with her hands as if to say 
“where are wer” With many gestures and with great difficulty 
both the fox and the cats managed to make her understand that 
they were going in the direction of Gubbah. 

“ah so what are we waiting for!?” 

Lady Ramona said in an imperious voice, “Run, run!” 

After half an hour of hellish riding, we could glimpse the thick 
clumps of mangroves that were typical of the Gubbah 
landscape. 

At the time of this story they were a peculiarity of the place, 
today unfortunately they have almost completely disappeared. 
The curious group arrived near the so-called “Gubbah crater’, 
a huge natural crater that locals believed was created by the 
impact of a meteorite. 

It was so large that it is still used today as both a swimming 
pool and a salt evaporation pond. 

“where are the knights?” 

Lady Ramona asked in a panic. Stupidly she started screaming 
at the top of her lungs, “Swear! 

Swear! 

I'm here!” This mistake was fatal to the jungle cats. 
Immediately from the darkness of the night someone fired 
several musket shots at the group, whose members collapsed to 
the ground with long and excruciating gasps of pain. 

Lady Ramona looked at those poor animals and screamed in 
shock: they were dead. 

She ran away into the dark night with tears streaming down her 
cheeks. 
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While the events of the previous chapter were taking place, not 
far from that ill-fated area, the knights were arguing animatedly 
among themselves. 

They had just been attacked by a pack of jungle cats and many 
of them, including Faris Giur, Sadiq and Giovanna, had 
suffered wounds which, although superficial, still hurt a lot. 
Giur carefully scanned Grubbah Beach which was not far from 
where they had stopped. 

Even though it was dark, he never took off his glasses and 
when he thought no one was seeing him, he swallowed a blue 
liquid that was contained in a crystal bottle. 

Having learned that the knights had stopped in their village, a 
group of merchants woke up and rushed to their spot to sell 
them fabrics and healing ointments. 

Among these there was a very particular one: he was wearing a 
strange harlequin tights, all multicolored and gaudy but with 
many patches. He was very thin, his legs did not seem to have 
any thickness and his constitution seemed very weak, even if a 
more attentive eye could have easily guessed that he only had 
muscle mass. 

Because of the mask, nothing of his face could be seen except 
for one green eye and one red eye, and a mysterious smile that 
could barely be seen. 

The harlequin approached the knights with a tray full of glass 
bottles, all of which contained the same reddish liquid. 
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He sold them to all the knights, who, seeing that Faris Giur was 
also drinking a lot of them, drank some too, without even 
asking themselves what it was. 

Sadiq also bought one, and at the end, after drinking it all, he 
exclaimed, “How good it is!” 

Only Giovanna was undecided. 

“Thank you,” he said to the harlequin, “but I’m not thirsty... 
and I’d like to know what kind of drink it is.” 

The harlequin was strangely about to think before answering, 
but when he was about to do so, Giur interrupted him, saying 
"but it's gin, don't you see? 

Come on, you drink too. 

I'll pay for the bottle for you." Because of his glasses, Giovanna 
couldn't read Giut's eyes, but the sinister contraction of his 
facial muscles was a satisfactory answer to her doubtful 
thoughts. 

“Okay,” he said, “Dll drink some, after all, everyone’s drunk 
Diese 

Luckily for her, both Giur and the harlequin turned around 
almost immediately and she had plenty of time to spit out that 
liquid. 

“HOW DISGUSTING” he thought. 

From afar, musket shots were heard, and everyone immediately 
went on alert, while the harlequin took advantage of the 
situation to disappear. 

He hid behind a mangrove and when his clothes fell, Adih 
reappeared. 

“Very good,” he said, rubbing his tail between his legs. 
Meanwhile the pirates had arrived. 

“draw your swords, knights!” 

thundered Giur, “the time has come to show those criminals 
how sharp they are.” 
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He made a very quick sprint, and within seconds he was near 
the crater. 

A large group of pirates were waiting for him, with their pistols 
already loaded and ready to fire. 

“How did they get here?” 

he wondered, watching them carefully, “weren't they supposed 
to pass through the beach?” 

The next minute the other knights arrived too. 

“how is it so fast?” 

thought Giovanna. “So,” Giur began, “what did you come to 
do?” 

“These ate none of your business,” replied one with a bandana 
on his head. “What concerns you are our bullets, men, shoot!” 
There was a huge noise of gunfire that made all the birds in the 
trees fly away. 

“We are dead,” thought Giovanna, putting her hands over her 
face. 

However, his eyes, as well as those of the other knights, were 
shocked when they saw that Giur, with a very quick movement 
of his sword, had cut all the bullets in two and literally 
pulverized them. 

“What kind of devil is that!?” 

all the pirates thought. 

Giovanna, like all the other knights, was shocked and couldn't 
think of anything. 

“Now that you have attacked,” Giur replied with a smirk, “let it 
be my turn.” 

He made a very quick dash, which however stopped halfway, 
with the pirates’ faces astonished. 

With open arms, Lady Ramona shouted at him, “You swear, 
what the...”. 

Lady Ramona couldn’t finish her sentence, because Giur 
thought “I thought the cats would eat her but killing her with 
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my own hands won’t be any less pleasant...she’s dressed like a 
pirate so this is right up my alley....” 

With a lightning-fast swing, he hit her in the belly. 

The girl staggered backwards in shock and with blood coming 
out of her mouth. 

The mote she staggered, the closer Giur got, egged on by the 
knights (with the exception of Giovanna), who hurled hateful 
words at her. 

Giur approached her and putting the blade to her neck said “it 
is time for you to be executed, pirate!” 

In those moments Lady Ramona thought “‘it’s over.... 

endless and beautiful green meadows to run in... imagined 
them just for myself’. 

I closed my eyes, and just as the blade was coming down to cut 
her delicious neck, a bullet blew the sword out of Giur's hand. 
“who dared?” 

thundered Giur, foaming with rage. 

From the darkness emerged a figure carrying a still-smoking 
pistol in one hand, and in the other an unconscious 
Pomeranian with a slate hanging from its neck. 

There was a large sphere from a gunshot stuck in the slate. 
“That traitor,” thought Sadiq, clenching his fists, “Den betrayed 
us...he went over to the pirates.” 

With another quick pistol shot, the pirate split the earth in two 
parts, creating a sort of ravine that fortunately distanced Lady 
Ramona from that evil man. 

“you...” Giur said in an almost snake-like voice “see you 
again...chimpanzee or should I say...Horace or better yet 
Goldtheet...I thought that dive you took was your last” From 
the darkness of the night appeared a very tall and slim man, 
wearing a white shirt and trousers that reached his knees, 
revealing his heavily tattooed legs full of animals like elephants 
drinking and tigers playing cards. 
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Around his waist he wore a belt with a series of knives and 
cartridges, while at either side of it were two flasks of rum. 
The face, although Goldtheet was about the same age as Giur, 
was hardened by the hard life of the pirate, the evident signs of 
which were the very marked features and the brown eyes, 
which were particularly firm and determined. 

The reason he got the name Goldtheet was because he had 
replaced some missing teeth with false gold teeth, but he 
discovered a few years later that they were bronze painted 
yellow. 

The final touch to this peculiar painting was the classic pirate 
hat, which had a smiling monkey with an eye patch right in the 
center. 

Giur looked at the gun and said, “Let me get this straight, 
Horace, so you want to shoot a man with a sword? 

I don’t remember them teaching us this.” 

“No,” Goldtheet replied, putting his gun back in its holster, 
“but I can still punch you, this time ’m not hurt...” and with 
that he rolled up his shirt sleeves. 

He approached Lady Ramona and effortlessly threw her, the 
fox, and his companions, telling them “call Samson and have 
them take them to the ship”’. 

One of them took a green-painted tuning fork out of a bag. 
After having it hit a rock, he placed the vibrating object into the 
water of the crater. 

Five minutes later, a large yellow dugong surfaced with a patch 
over its right eye and a dagger clenched between its teeth. 
Some pirates gesticulated and explained the situation to him 
and, after casting a contemptuous glance at Giur and the 
knights, he took Lady Ramona and Den under his fins and 
dived into the water with them. 

“so you've made yourself some new slaves” said Giur sneering. 
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“It is better for them to be my servants than your corpses,” 
Goldtheet replied. “Now I will show you that it will not be a 
bad thing to be killed by me... finally you and the...” 

At this last sentence Goldtheet's eyelids made a small, 
imperceptible movement. 

Giur signaled the knights to attack and within seconds 
Goldtheet was surrounded. 

However, none of his fellow pirates seemed concerned. 
Goldtheet easily dodged all of his opponents' attacks, who were 
shocked by both their new abilities and Goldtheet's. 

“How did I get so strong?” 

thought Sadiq, however this new strength did not prevent him 
from receiving a kick in the face from Goldtheet. 

He had knocked out almost all of them, and only Giur, who 
had not yet entered the field, was left standing, along with 
Giovanna. 

Giovanna hurled two powerful slashes at him, but Goldtheet 
dodged them and even mocked her. 

Joanna noticed that the pirate's movements were not the result 
of chance, but must have belonged to a fighting style different 
from the one taught to the knights of Socotra. 

Very nervous, she threw a slash at him, which knocked her off 
balance due to a very quick trip from Goldtheet. 

Falling to the ground, her face livid with shame at the 
humiliation she had suffered, she said: "A knight of Socotra 
cannot bear the shame of being defeated by a vile being like 
you, pirate. What are you waiting for before taking your sword 
and finishing me off?" 


“T think you’ll have to learn to put up with it,” Goldtheet 
replied. “A man should never hurt a woman.” 

These words struck Joan's heart like an arrow strikes and 
destroys an apple on the branch of a tree. 
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For the first time Giovanna had fallen in love. 

Giur, saw this scene, observed a strange gleam in Joan's eyes 
and shouting at Goldtheet said "On your guard, Horace! 

this time it's your end, Chimpanzee...I will show you how your 
Karate of the sacred seminary of Levidi is inferior to the gur- 
poi of Socotra’. 

Having said this he jumped ten meters into the sky to the 
amazement of the pirates and knights who were struggling to 
get up from the ground. 

“Let's see if you can dodge this!” 

he shouted at her with a crazy grin on his face as he went down 
very fast with his right leg stretched out. 

But Goldtheet was a man of incredible substance: with a fist 
that released a very white energy from his knuckles, he 
countered the very powerful kick of Giur, who, defeated by the 
pirate's white wave, went to crash against the trunk of a 
mangtove. 

“Finish it, captain,” the pirates shouted at him, but his face 
looked very worried, as if he knew something more. 

From the darkness someone was heard shouting and shaking a 
small iron box, “I found them! I found them!” 

“At last,” Goldtheet exclaimed beamingly, and he and the 
others dived into the pool in the crater. 

He was about to do so, when Giur, highly stunned, said to him: 
“It's not over yet, I'll tear you to pieces next time”. 

“If you don’t try, someone will tear you to pieces,” Goldtheet 
replied as Giur gritted his teeth. He dived into the pool and 
swam with great strength and speed. 

He emerged in the blink of an eye from another pool and as 
soon as he was out of the water he lay down exhausted on the 
bank. 

“we were really lucky to find this cenote,” he said smiling. 
Cenotes are underground caves that have fresh water in them, 
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and there were cases like this one where these caves opened 
directly into the sea. 

“Give me the box,” he said to his subordinate. 

When he opened it he happily observed all the medicines 
overflowing from it. 

“T hope these will help Glaupor's stomach ache, and hopefully 
this will teach him a lesson so he never mixes rum with 
gunpowder again.” 

He ran in a flash along with the others throughout the cave, 
which was very long, until he reached the exit of the cave which 
opened onto the open sea. 

As soon as he left, waiting was the brigantine, called “the pink 
Monica’, in which the pirates who had remained on board, 
having learned of the success of the mission, were beginning to 
raise anchor. 

It was not a very large ship, and must have seen many battles as 
it had many signs of repairs all over its hull. 

On the mizzenmast, clinging to it, there was a perfectly normal 
panda eating bamboo that grew very tall up to the point where 
he was clinging to it, while at the top of the foremast flew a flag 
that had the monkey as the Jolly Roger, but this time with a 
serious and evil face, with a patch over one eye, five earrings in 
each ear and a dagger clenched between his teeth. 

While Goldtheet was on the landing stage to board the ship, the 
dugong emerged from the water and began speaking in seagull 
English, a kind of animal English, a language that Goldtheet 
could only understand, so a nearby subordinate acted as 
interpreter for him. 

“The girl and the fox are fine,” said the dugong. “I had them 
brought inside.” And as soon as he finished, he faked a few 
coughs. 

“but how good he was! 
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“exclaimed Goldtheet, emphasizing his voice considerably,” she 
deserves one, but I say two tasty portions of the tasty seaweed 
caught this morning,” and with that he signaled his 
subordinates to throw her meal to the dugong, who retreated 
under the water very happy. He went to Glaupor's cabin, who 
was waiting for him, suffering in a rocking chair. 

“So did you bring me these medicines? 

what took you so long?” 

“T had a little hitch.” “You swear?” 

asked Glaupor “Swear” sighed Goldtheet Glaupor remained 
silent to think and then said “don't think about it now, but relax 
drinking some good wine mixed with some tasty gunpowder”. 
“Td love to,” Goldtheet replied, trying to hide his disgust, “but 
I have to go and give the helmsman directions to Steroh. See 
you tonight for dinner.” 

Having retired to his room, he took up his violin and began to 
play a poignant symphony written by people who had probably 
suffered a great deal. 


11 


Awakened by loud shouting and screaming, Den and Lady 
Ramona found themselves in a cage near other cages containing 
people and animals, in the middle of a large beach. 

Reading a sign in the distance, Lady Ramona managed to read 
“Aomak Beach”. 

“Aomak Beach?” 

he wondered “so I'm in the south of the island!?”’. 


92 


SOCOTRA 


Then he started screaming and banging against the bars, while 
Den made sad noises. 

He felt in the pockets of his overalls and with a sigh of relief 
made sure that the chalks and the blue crayon were still with 
him. He took out a very worn one and handed it to Lady 
Ramona, making it clear that he was giving it to her. 

“Is this for me? 

“Thank you,” she said, putting her hand on her heart to let him 
know that she appreciated the gift, which she immediately put 
in a pocket of her robe. 

Den's eyes watered when he saw that there was a large bullet 
embedded right in the center of the board. He tried to remove 
it but couldn't, but he could still draw on it. 

Lady Ramona could not calm down and banged her hands 
forcefully along the bars of the cage, sometimes crying, 
sometimes screaming the worst words in English at passers-by. 
Suddenly someone hit the bars of the cage with a stick. “If you 
don’t finish it,” said the Arab dressed in a white turban and a 
white robe, “Tll hit you on the head with this.” 

Lady Ramona retreated whimpering to a corner of the cage and 
for comfort she hugged an embarrassed Den, embarrassed 
because Socotra foxes were not accustomed to forms of 
affection such as hugs and caresses. Within minutes Lady 
Ramona had abandoned her disgust towards foxes and did not 
even notice Den's smelly fur. 

With her mind clouded by sadness and amazement, Lady 
Ramona thought, “How the hell is it possible that I, a 
noblewoman, should be locked in a cage... damn Giur.... 

if I hadn't been so blind and hadn't listened to that fortune 
teller I wouldn't be locked up here now...but still if it hadn't 
been for him...I...[ would never have discovered what kind of 
monster he really is...1 should thank both him and that 
pirate...but where is he?” 
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She didn't have to wait long to find out as he himself 
approached her. 

“dear, how ate your” 

he told her in a mellifluous voice “I'm very well” Lady Ramona 
replied smiling, “but I would like to ask you a question, sir...” 
“Goldtheet” “Goldtheet...nice name....very peculiar....getting 
back to us, I would like to know why, after you saved me, I find 
myself locked up here with a Pomeranian....can you explain it 
to me?” 

“She’s Lady Ramona Sweetplaster, right?” 

Goldtheet asked her. “Of course I am!” 

exclaimed the girl, “How does he know?” 

“T've never liked rich people who tower over others, you don't 
know how much joy it gives me to see a rich man fall into 
disgrace and then your father deserves this and mote for all the 
trees he's cutting down” he replied laughing “bastard! 

My father will make you pay for this. 


be damned!” 

she screamed at him, squeezing the bars of the cage. 

“Don't worry, young lady,” Goldtheet replied with a face that 
deserved to be slapped, “TI didn't tell anyone that you were 
noble, otherwise they would have already sold you to some 
Indian maharajah.” 

“Please get me out of here” she begged, kneeling down. “I’m 
sorry but women’s tears don’t do anything to me...it’s time for 
me to go...temember...Lady Ramona. 

do not say that she is noble or the way to India will be clear for 
her,” and having said this, chuckling like a fool, he went away 
disappearing into the crowd. 

“No...this is the nightmare of nightmares” sobbed the girl, 
hiding her suffering face in her hands. 
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Den, seeing her terrible state of prostration, began to rub her 
face with his tail very gently. 

“Why are you doing this?” 

Lady Ramona asked her, first speaking and then gesturing. 
Den drew a sad and a happy Pomeranian and within seconds 
Lady Ramona understood that this was a gesture that 
Pomeranians made when one of their kind was sad and had 
some problems. 

“Stop it,” Lady Ramona said, laughing, “you’re making me 
sneeze like I have a cold!” 

This sweet gesture from the fox had slightly eased the pain that 
hovered over her heart, but this weight regained gravity when a 
man with a cruel face approached the cage. 

He scrutinized the two cage guests carefully, who shivered at 
every glance he cast at them. 

His face was lined with wrinkles and pitted cheeks, giving the 
impression of a man who had faced many years of difficult 
challenges. 

Careful observation must have convinced him, because he 
asked the man with the stick, “How much do they cost?” 

“the guy who sold them to me told me that they are 
commoners who live near Dolphin Bay, give me three dinars 
and we're set” “did he put me on the same level as a 
Pomeranian?” 

thought Lady Ramona angrily, “and then what will this buyer 
want to do with me?”’. The new buyer ordered some of his 
servants to enter the cage and put collars on the two new 
purchases. 

One of the servants, seeing that Den had a slate, tried to take it 
from him, but found his hand bitten with indomitable ferocity. 
“how dare you!?” 

Den growled at him although of course he wasn't understood. 
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The servant called both the man with the stick and the new 
buyer, and within a short time, Den was watching helplessly as 
the slate was carried away by cruel arms. 

Shortly after, they set out across the dunes of Zahek, on an 
intricate path that was supposed to take them to the village of 
Steroh. 

They were tied both by their collars and by their hands, to a 
very long rope that was held in the hand of the new owner, 
who had ordered everyone to call him yutqin, or master. 

The rope was very long, as Den and Lady Ramona were not the 
only prisoners, but with them were sixteen howler monkeys, 
who, as their name suggests, howled with a vengeance. 

They screamed, but without any malice, since this was their way 
of expressing themselves, at the top of their lungs for a good 
twenty minutes, then after taking a break of ten or fifteen 
minutes, they went back to screaming again as if they had never 
done it in their lives. 

We can only imagine the terrible ordeal that the girl and the 
Pomeranian were experiencing. 

During the beginning of the march, Lady Ramona looked out 
at the sea with a heart full of sadness, but a tear rolled down her 
eyes when it was hidden by high dunes. 

Meanwhile, at Jezabeel Palace, Lord Sweetplaster paced 
frantically through the large room that was his office. 

The pipe he was smoking was nervously puffing out large puffs 
of smoke, as if it, along with its owner, was nervous and 
impatiently awaiting news. 

They did not have to wait long: walking with a serious and 
determined step, Giur entered the room. 

Overcome with worry, Lord Sweetplaster did not even greet 
him, but with an imperious voice, even though it was broken by 
pain, he exclaimed “where is he!?” 

Tell me you found it! 
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Tell me where she is!” Giur put a hand on his face and in a 
loud, firm voice, said, “She is not here in Hadibu, but our 
informants told us they saw her with some pirates.” 

“pirates?” 

repeated the incredulous lord "but it's not possible, she hates 
poverty, rude and lazy people! 

How did she end up with people of such ilk?” 

“We have reason to believe that she had been in contact with 
them for some time and that she took advantage of the 
Opportunity to join them.” “Nonsense,” cried the Lord. “T 
know her well and she would never join up with scoundrels! 
Which pirate is this?” 

“ Goldtheet, Lord” “This pirate must surely be in league with 
those witches” said the Lord with a pained voice “there can be 
no other explanation...they want to make me pay for cutting 
down trees. But I do it for the progress of Socotra...isn’t 
building a good thing?” “T don’t think 
it’s the witches” Giur replied “it’s just gossip...forget it...it’s 
only Goldtheet who’s responsible”. 

Lord Sweetplaster sat down on a chair and said in a pained 
voice, “Oh no, I believe in these witches a lot.... 

but what are you still doing here!? 

go look for it immediately! 

I promise you that if you find her I will give her to you as a 
wife... and now go... leave me alone" " 
Giur leaving the room and closing the door. 

“Of course I'll find her,” thought Giur, “but I won't bring her 
back here alive...I don't want that one as a wife.” 


as you wish, Lord" said 


He came out of the palace and was met by Sadiq, who said to 
him excitedly, “Faris, the knights are ill, they are reporting 
muscle pain all over their bodies.” 

“That damned pirate!”’ 
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thundered Giur as he and Sadiq flew towards the barracks “he 
must have used some gas in the air to poison us all, but don't 
wotty, I have the solution... for example, how do you feel?” 

“T have the same symptoms too,” Sadiq replied. “Sometimes I 
don’t feel like myself anymore.” “Explain yourself better,’ Gitur 
asked. “Well, you see, until a few days ago I felt nostalgic for 
my cartoon Pomeranian who passed away and I felt remorse 
for having treated him badly. Now I feel joy from the fact that 
he is no longer with me. In short, ’'m happy about something I 
should be sad about.” 

Giur remained silent for a moment and thought “how lucky he 
didn't keep his Pomeranian with him that day...but what did he 
say...drawer?”’.. “In what sense, drawer” he asked him “well you 
see, he always loved to draw with a green crayon, he did only 
that from morning to night” “Green crayon?” thought Giur 
with his eyes popping out of his sockets “‘so the tree.... 

While they were talking and thinking they had reached the 
barracks. 

Once inside, Giur ran a hand through his hair as he saw about 
ten knights, most of whom were lying on the floor, moaning 
and suffering. 

“Hold on a little longer,” Giur told him, “I'm going up now 
and getting the antidote.” “It's all the fault of a poison that 
those bastard pirates threw into the air.” 

When he returned, he gave everyone a drink of water from a 
glass bottle. In no time at all, everyone regained strength and 
thanked Giur, who told them "get ready, tomorrow we leave, 
let's go and get Lady Ramona." Gathered in the silence of his 
room, he began to think "it was a stupid move to make them 
drink that liquid. But I thought that I would have gotten rid of 
Goldtheet once and for all... I think that the water in the cave is 
not enough for everyone... but Giovanna hasn't had any 
symptoms?" 
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Going out, he asked some knights if they had seen her. 

“He wasn't on duty today” one of them told him “I think he's 
at home” that night was falling, then walking briskly he arrived 
at Giovanna's house. 

She lived in a small apartment that she had rented with the 
money from many days of hard work. 

This apartment was on the top floor of a tall, completely white 
building. 

After making sure that no one was seeing him, he leapt up to 
some windows ten mettes above him and, with his bare hands, 
scaled the wall as easily as a lizard. 

In the blink of an eye he had reached the girl's window, which 
she always left open to feed the birds. 

He searched for her all over the house, but couldn't find her. 
“She’s out,” thought Giur, “but Tl wait for her to see if she has 
any symptoms.” He hid under her bed and waited for her. 
After an hour she arrived happy and radiant with books under 
her arm. Full of joy she began to read one, whose title was “the 
pirates good people”, written by a certain William Fidocke, a 
great pirate who died on the gallows for having raided ten ships 
of the great mogul. 

“Pirates are not as bad as people think” read Giovanna “but 
they are bad because it is their enemies who call them bad” 
“what nonsense” thought Giur under the bed. 

“with their raids, which are only charitable works,” continued 
Giovanna, “they bring money to those in need, never has a 
pirate been seen to pocket a cent unjustly.” 

Giur put his hands over his mouth to keep from laughing, but 
Fidocke's nonsense was really putting him to the test. After 
reading two and a half pages, Giovanna closed the book. 
“what a beautiful book and what beautiful things are written in 
it” she sighed with an air of serenity” ah Goldtheet how I wish 
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you had kidnapped me too... you're beautiful... you're smatt... 
you're everything... but let's get back down to earth. 


a colleague gave me a letter with homework for tomorrow.” 
She read it and discovered that she too would have to leave the 
next day to look for Lady Ramona. 

“ah how nice...we leave tomorrow! 

I hope to meet you awake Goldtheet! 

And now I can't wait to get on your ship! 


1?? 


Gulf of Malacca I am coming He quickly got into bed and 
was asleep in no time. 

“so you're in love with him?” 

thought Giur as he returned to the street, “this time I will kill 
both Lady Ramona and you Goldtheet. 

I will send you to join your beloved monkey so that you can 


play the violin together again in heaven.” 
12 


In Steroh, the imprisonment of the two unfortunates had now 
lasted for two weeks. 

Every morning they were forced to get up at dawn and walk for 
an hour to reach a sunny quarry located among the dunes. 
Their task was only one: to break stones from morning till 
night. 

Lady Ramona, a noble girl accustomed only to comfort and 
convenience, cried almost every half hour and neither Den nor 
the howler monkeys, who lowered their screeching 
considerably in order to alleviate her suffering, could console 
her. 

When the master builders weren't supervising him, Den 
enjoyed painting on stones, but at a certain point, seeing that 
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many of the stones were colored, they began to ask themselves 
questions. 

The master, very curious, hid behind a pile of rocks and as 
soon as Den put the chalk on a stone, he came out and struck 
with powerful lashes. 

Lady Ramona couldn't even confide in Den, as her master only 
tolerated the howler monkeys' cries, which he found inspiring 
and very manly. 

Every time Lady Ramona dared to say half a word to Den, she 
immediately cracked a whip on the ground and the same phrase 
was always heard: “results are achieved in silence”’. 

Faced with these terrible trials, Lady Ramona was about to give 
ine 

One evening, during a dinner, he approached the fireplace, and 
looking at the burning coal, he thought of committing the 
insane act. 

But someone noticed her and as soon as she approached the 
brazier, he gave her a powerful slap, one of those that sends 
your head to the stars. 

“We've already had one Portia and that's more than enough,” 
the chubby man who had recently joined them growled at him. 
Lady Ramona, red with shame, ran out of the room, followed 
by the stern gaze of that man so serious and strong. 

Taking refuge in her straw bed, she reflected on his gesture. 
“why did he stop me from dying, why?” 

she wondered, full of remorse. 

That night Morpheus did not want to give her his pleasure that 
alleviates so much suffering, rather he wanted to make her hear 
a low whisper that came from a few beds away. 

This was a low whisper, a whisper that came from the heart 
rather than the throat. 

She hid under a battered table and began spying on him. 
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“but he’s...praying in Portuguese,” she whispered to herself in 
a low voice. “He’s a Christian.” 

The man, illuminated by the bluish moonlight coming from the 
window, prayed as he knelt on his bed, his voice choked by 
sobs that he skillfully held back so as not to wake the others. 
Lady Ramona started when she saw a slow, painful tear slowly 
roll down the man's cheek. 

After finishing his prayer, he wrapped himself in his cloak, 
found the most comfortable position for him to sleep in, and 
abandoned himself to sleep. 

“This guy has suffered a lot, who knows how much he has 
been through... I need to get to know him better” and so saying 
he returned to his bed, which was adjacent to Den's. 
Witnessing that prayer had comforted his heart and 
approaching the Pomeranian's ear he whispered: "You know, 
Den, something tells me that we will return to freedom as soon 
as possible". 

He lay down on his bed and fell asleep thinking of the green 
pastures of England. 

The next day, Lady Ramona saw the man breaking stones in the 
distance, but she could not get close to him because the 
foremen's whips were cracking furiously nearby. 

So she went back to work, too, but that day things were 
supposed to go differently. 

He couldn't hold the pickaxe in his hand and this attracted the 
ire of a foreman who was passing by. 

“You don’t want to work today, huh?” 

he growled at that cruel man. 

“Excuse me, but I don’t have the strength,” Lady Ramona 
replied timidly. “Here you either have the strength or you 
don’t,” snapped the foreman. “Try the whip!” 
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The whip cracked quickly, but instead of hitting Lady Ramona's 
delicate skin it hit Den's muzzle, who had gotten in the way. 
The result was a bloody wound on the muzzle. 

“did you see what you did?” 

“Now because of you, your fox friend will get the whippings 
instead of you,” the foreman shouted at Lady Ramona. 

With a kick he knocked him to the ground and immediately 
began to lash him with whips. 

His cries were so loud that they reached the ears of the foxes 
who were drinking in a nearby oasis. 

“Did you hear?” 

one of them said, “He is one of our kind! 

Let's go and call the chief right away!” After ten minutes a river 
of foxes armed with spears and wooden swords poured onto 
the dunes. 

A large black Pomeranian, armed with a sword and shield, with 
a tattoo on his shaved chest depicting a Pomeranian giving a 
paw to another Pomeranian, climbed up onto a vertical rock 
and said, “Pomeranian friends, let's free our fellow man, let's 
free these people!” 

The slavers and the master builders tried to flee, but it was in 
vain: the foxes surrounded them on all sides and began to strike 
them with swords or bite them. 

At that same moment, cages were brought from the Volpini 
rear lines, into which the captured enemies were placed. 

The battle lasted only a few minutes and the slaves were all 
freed. 

The leader of the foxes quickly approached Den who was lying 
lifeless and bleeding in the sand. 

Seeing his condition, he howled a verse that could be translated 
as “I found him! 

Bring some water and medicinal plants!” 
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.Den was taken by two tall foxes and put on a cart where there 
were some fox nurses ready to look after him. 
Seeing Lady Ramona's apprehension, their leader waved his 
hand and invited her to come up. 
With a very tense smile, the girl went up and, seeing her friend's 
condition, began to cry again. 
“forgive me Den, it's all my fault! 
It's all my fault! 
I'm an idiot" "Don't say that" a voice replied to her "it's not 
true! 
We are not responsible for the harm we unjustly suffer” Lady 
Ramona turned and saw that the man who was speaking was 
the one who had saved her the previous night. 
In an instant he saw that a cross was beating on this man's 
chest. 
“are you a priest?” 
he asked, wiping away his tears. 
“Yes,” he replied, “My name is Don Francisco.” “How did you 
end up in the clutches of these slavers?” 
he asked him “T lived in the Portuguese fort of Suq before it 
was destroyed... Admiral Alfonso...” and here he paused “had 
sent me on a mission to get several jugs of water in the Dagub 
cave but on the way I was taken prisoner” “Dagub cave?” 
Lady Ramona repeated “T've never heard of it” “let's forget 
it.... what's your name?” 
Lady Ramona asked him, she was hesitant, but then reading 
that there was good in the man's eyes, she said to him "My 
name is Lady Ramona Sweetplaster..." "Good heavens!" 
Don Francisco exclaimed in amazement, “the daughter of the 
chief of the adversaries of my chiefs...” 

“Are we enemies then?” 
“Shut up! 


naive! 
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God hates the word enemy! 

But how did you end up here? 

I see on your face the suffering due to love...” “How did he 
understand that?” 

“you must know that love shines on your face brighter than the 
sun, you can hide everything except love”’. 

Lady Ramona didn’t know what to answer and scratching her 
head said “it’s a long story...”. 

“T understand” replied Don Francisco “the wound is still 
open...it is time to pray for our friend, you will see the hand of 
the Lord will not be long in coming down”. 

They gathered around Den with clasped hands and from their 
lips came nothing but sweet words of love and hope. 

The cart, escorted by dozens and dozens of foxes, arrived after 
a good half hour at the base of these foxes, which was a village 
that was located in the center of a large forest. The black fox, 
gave the order to take Den to a large hut, while with large 
gestures of his paws he invited Don Francisco and Lady 
Ramona to another. 

However, he reluctantly had to send the howler monkeys away, 
making them understand that their very loud screams could be 
dangerous to the safety of the village. 

Sadly and with bowed heads, the monkeys walked away, 
screaming for the occasion in very low voices. 

In the hut, some foxes offered the guests some well-cooked 
rabbit on a spit. 

The two, who had only eaten artichoke and smoked date soup 
for a while, were happy to accept the offer. However, at the 
first bite, Lady Ramona felt a lump in her throat. 

“T’m sorry, but I can’t eat knowing that Den is... I can’t.” 

She went out and headed towards the hut where Den had been 
taken, but two large foxes guarding the door armed with spears 
prevented her from entering “let me in, please!” 
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he was crying and screaming “I have to see it! 
Let me in!” 

It was all in vain, the foxes didn't move from there. 

She returned in tears to the hut from which she had come, her 
heart and throat filled with a cold sensation of absolute 
loneliness. 

“Don’t worry, my dear,” Don Francisco told her, “she’ll make 
it, we just have to pray and have faith that everything will be 
fine.” 

“I hope so,” said Lady Ramona, taking a bite of the rabbit. “I 
sure hope so.”” Meanwhile, in the cabin, Den was struggling for 
his life. 

He was lying supine on a bed of woven leaves that was near a 
window. 

He howled in pain. 

In his suffering he imagined himself with his companions from 
the village, he imagined himself going out and painting, then at 
a certain point he imagined Sadiq. 

He saw him waiting for him at the end of a dirt road. 

He started running but the closer he got, the further away Sadiq 
moved until he disappeared completely. 

“why is he doing this to me?” 

he thought “T didn’t do anything wrong to him”. 

He started crying, and the tears started flowing freely, until 
someone put a hand on his shoulder. 

He turned and saw that it was Lady Ramona. 

He smiled at her, but the image of the girl disappeared in an 
instant to make room for that of Adih who was looking at him 
with a challenging look and a mocking smile. 

He wanted to hit him, but the dream ended and he woke up. 
There was a black shadow next to him. 

Because of the muscle pain, she couldn't turn her head, but she 
could still hear the man's heavy breathing. 
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“Don't be afraid of me,” the voice told him in a foxy tone with 
a non-village accent, “please...eat this grass.” 

"Who ate your" 

Den asked him and he immediately ate the grass. 

Suddenly the muscle pain eased greatly and almost all the 
wounds healed. 

He jumped out of bed with all the strength he had regained. 
“But how 1s it possible?” 

he wondered, turning towards the place where he thought the 
shadow was, but the shadow was no longer there. 

Alerted by the noises, two fox nurses immediately entered the 
room followed by two foxes dressed in purple overalls, the 
color only worn by foxes who worked as gravediggers. 
Basically, they all thought Den was about to climb the rainbow 
bridge, but instead they found him looking great and in great 
shape. 

The fox nurses screamed in fright, while the gravediggers 
bowed and walked away. 

Shortly after, Den was invited to the black fox's cabin. 

Inside, there was this man sitting on a wicker chair, surrounded 
by a dozen foxes who, judging by the greyness of their furs, 
were of various ages. 

“Hello my good friend,” the black fox said happily, getting up 
to pat him on the shoulder. 

However, the blow was so strong that it made him drop both 
the chalks and the green crayon on the ground. 

The moment the little foxes saw the green crayon, their eyes 
widened and the black fox immediately jumped up to grab it. 
As soon as he grabbed it, however, in an instant his paw was 
struck by a green lightning that appeared out of nowhere and 
his entire arm was surrounded by a green fire that lasted for 
two seconds, burning it. 

“he is an ally of that evil Patrizio!” 
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the foxes shouted "Let's kill him!" 

-Den quickly took the crayon in his paw and as soon as he took 
it, the crayon drew a jug of water that wet the black fox's 
burned arm. 

Den was very scared, but the little foxes were even more 
scared, looking at him with fear. 

he could do nothing but explain to him that he wasn't bad. 
“Listen to me, gentlemen,” he said with a trembling voice, “my 
name is Den and I don't want to hurt you. I've had the crayon 
with me for a long time but I've never used it for bad purposes. 
I know Patrizio but I don't know what he's done. 

“T have lived with humans for a long time and I know nothing 
about what happens in nature.” 

“he's just telling lies!”’ 

several of those foxes blurted out, “Sil, kill him!” 

The black fox, whose name we now discover is Sil, did not 
agree with this and, looking Den straight in the eye, said: “I 
believe what you say, but like you, that evil Patrizio also has a 
crayon, and he uses it to control the jungle cats that he sends 
against us”. 

Den thought back to what had happened one night some time 
ago and understood that Patrizio's cruelty knew no bounds. 
“As I told you before,” Den replied, “I do not use it for evil 
purposes...but if you attack me or my friends, I will make you 
pay dearly...where are they now? 

A fox stood up and said, “We made him understand that you 
were dead because you had no more hope of surviving. 

Our sentries saw them heading towards the nearby Dagub 
cave.” 

“Thank you. 

thank you so much... 


> 


> and so doing, after finding out how to 
reach the cave, he ran towards it. 
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At that very moment, just beyond Cape Arher, Goldtheet's brig 
was making slow and easy progress. 

Goldtheet gazed up at the clear, serene sky, now trying to 
imagine some recognizable figure in the few clouds that were 
scattered here and there. 

The panda ate the bamboo with great joy and carefreeness, 
throwing the leftovers on the ground instead of into a special 
bucket. 

“ill-mannered!” 

Goldtheet shouted at him, “But didn't they teach you manners 
in China?” 

Despite these complaints, the panda ignored him and 
continued munching as if nothing had happened. 

Goldtheet, now accustomed to such effrontery, waved his hand 
and shook his head, then walked toward the helmsman. 

“how long until we get past the brothers’ islands?” 
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he asked him “about half a day, captain” “that means I'll start 
playing a bit in the meantime”. 

He went to his cabin, grabbed his violin, and headed for the 
bow, heading for the figurehead. 

This was a statue of a triton looking out to sea with a stern look 
and crossed arms. 

He sat on the man's wooden head and began to play a very sad 
love song. 

“Boys, it's time,” Glaupor said sadly, putting straw in his ears 
and practically offering it to the entire crew. 

It wasn't that the captain didn't play well or that he strummed 
the strings terribly, the sailors’ frustration was that he played the 
same tune over and over again almost every day. 


109 


SOCOTRA 


Anyone who asked him to change the tune would respond with 
loud snorts and swear words, and in the ports where he 
stopped, rumours had spread that he had even fed to the sharks 
someone who had said to him “for goodness sake! 

, you annoyed me!” 

.To avoid ending up like this unfortunate man, both the sailors 
and the panda had adopted the stratagem of the straw in their 
ears and on certain occasions, when the volume was very high, 
they even all fled into the hold. 

Understandably, no one had ever seen the dugong when 
Goldtheet played. 

So he began to play for several hours, with the sailors having all 
moved to the stern, when he saw that several bubbles and 
several eddies had formed in the water. 

“How beautiful,” he exclaimed joyfully, “it must be some whale 
or dolphin that appreciates my melody like the sailors! 

don't worry children of the sea, I will play even louder and with 
even more passion to make you happy". 

Unfortunately for him and the crew, the whitish being 
emerging from the water was anything but a child of the sea. 
“Oh holy Madonna!” 

he exclaimed in terror, taking the bow off the strings, “and 
where did you come from now?” 

All the sailors rushed to the bow in dismay with the straw still 
in their ears. 

Right in front of them, a huge snake with one green eye and the 
other red stared at them. 

“T know all the animals on the island,” exclaimed one of the 
sailors, “but I have never seen one like this.” “It's a sea 
monster!” 

many were shouting "Captain, save us!" 

“How dare you disturb my melody and scare my crew!?” 
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Goldtheet growled, “Now I'm going to put a hole in your head 
as big as the Colosseum!” 

he concluded by taking the gun out of his holster. 
Unfortunately he didn't know what he was dealing with: the 
snake dived under the water and a few seconds later, destroyed 
all the lifeboats that were placed on the starboard side of the 
brigantine. 

"damnation!" 

Goldtheet shouted, “Get your swords and guns!” 

Any attempt at defense was in vain, as the snake, with a very 
strong bite, made a large hole in the keel. 

The ship began to take on water at surprising speeds and to 
sink further and further into the sea. 

“There’s still one lifeboat,’ Goldtheet exclaimed, his boots now 
immersed in the water. “Let’s all run to port.” 

However, someone else had already thought of this. 

“wretch!” 

“damn!” 

“Traitor!” the pirates shouted at the panda as he rowed away in 
the distance in his lifeboat. 

He had been so far-sighted that he had also brought with him a 
large supply of bamboo. 

They could not continue to offend him as the giant serpent had 
begun to attack the pirates on the brigantine. 

The fierce sword and rifle blows were of no use. 

“What do we do now, Horace?” 

asked Glaupor. 

“T have an idea,” he replied after slinging the violin case over 
his shoulders with a string. 

He quickly waved his hands to make himself visible to the 
snake, then when it began to follow him, he ran breathlessly 
towards the barrels of gunpowder. 
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The snake, in an attempt to bite Goldtheet, grabbed a barrel in 
its jaws. 

“It's my time!” 

Goldtheet thought as he shot the barrel. 

The explosion was so strong that the entire serpent, completely 
surrounded by fire, hissed terribly in pain but as a last gift to 
the crew before diving back into the sea, it gave such a strong 
blow with its tail that it broke the two main masts of the 
brigantine, killing some pirates and causing others to end up in 
the sea. 

Goldtheet found himself in the open sea. 

He started swimming towards the shore and after ten minutes 
of swimming he arrived on a beach. 

After recovering, he watched the brigantine with sorrow until it 
was swallowed up by the sea. 

He looked around to see if any of his companions were 
swimming toward him or had passed out nearby, but found no 
one. 

“damn snake!” 

he shouted kicking the sand “my brigantine! 

my gunpowder! 

My rum! 

And my friends.... 

all lost...”. 

Seeing that the gun was now completely soaked, he gave a jolt 
of joy when he confirmed that the violin was still intact and 
working. “Thank goodness,” he sighed, “at least you.” 

He began to look around and try to understand where he had 
ended up, but he only saw a very long cliff, or rather a rocky 
coast, which went far beyond what his sight could reach. 
Looking carefully, he could notice that at a point not far from 
where he was, at a height of approximately three hundred 
meters there was a cave. 
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“How do I get up there?” 

He thought, however, that some wild boars were going up and 
down the rock face, but due to both the position he was in and 
the very tall plants, he couldn't make out much about how they 
managed to do this. 

He came closer and discovered it. 

“but there is a path!” 

he exclaimed, “Therefore I have no choice but to follow it.” 
He walked with great difficulty, both because of the physical 
and psychological tiredness he had just experienced, and 
because the road was very steep and full of obstacles. 

Finally, after an interminable climb, he arrived near the cave. 

It seemed to him like a large, menacing face that was ready to 
swallow him in one bite. 

He read a sign in Arabic that said “Hoq Cave”. 

Before entering he began to observe her and draw some 
conclusions. 

It was a large limestone cave from which light illuminated the 
entrance and some parts in its vicinity, with the ceiling and 
floor strewn with speleothems. 

Occasionally one could observe various species of troglobites 
whose translucent skin glowed in the dark, as well as various 
species of lizards. 

“T think this cave could be a good refuge,” thought Goldtheet 
as he stood in the doorway that was illuminated by the sunlight. 
“The inhabitants of the island, dressed as they are, would not 
take long to discover that I am a pirate... it is better that I use it 
as a base, but first...”. 

He retraced his steps, climbed onto a tall desert rose and, after 
taking out the dagger he had hidden in his boot, began to scan 
the surrounding environment. 

“I saw two before...where are they now?” 
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With his hawk-like vision he spotted one nearly a kilometer 
away eating leaves from a very low plant. 

“T'll take you now...you're mine” he said, throwing the knife 
with force and surprising speed, which lodged itself between 
the ribs of the poor animal, who fell to the ground in a terrible 
gasp of suffering. 

He couldn't enjoy his meal peacefully because he heard a large 
group approaching quickly. 

He hid in a tree and watched as the huge number of jungle cats 
flocked right under his tree. 

“Damn,” he thought, “did these guys have to come right now? 


The jungle cats, seeing the succulent meal, fought among 
themselves to get the best pieces, then after devouring it, they 
headed towards the beach. 

“It's my time,” thought Goldtheet, climbing down from the 
tree and hurrying toward the cave, “or these demons will eat 
me...I can't do anything against the multitude.” 

He quickly returned to the cave, first making sure there was no 
jungle cat hiding in the darkness. 

Once inside, he began to grope his way around, paying 
attention to the many speleothems that appeared here and 
there. 

If there had been more light and if he had been in a calmer 
mood, he would surely have noticed the dozens of inscriptions 
that were engraved on the speleothems. 

They were written in many languages, including Volpini, and 
bore the names of many people, including merchants and 
explorers, who wanted to leave traces of their passage in the 
cave. 

He was completely unaware of the numerous pictograms 
scattered throughout the cave, traces of the island's first 
inhabitants who lived on the island in very ancient times. 
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He came to an area of the cave where there was a natural pool 
and was pleased to see that there were fish. 

“If I had known this before,” he thought bitterly, “the jungle 
cats wouldn’t know there was anyone in the area now.” 

He thought of settling there, but in an instant the snake came 
to his mind, “that damned thing,” he thought, “what if it was 
still around?” 

I'll have to sleep very little...let's hope it eats all the jungle cats." 
He approached a rock wall that was on the opposite wall wet by 
the water of this pool and began to climb it but when he saw 
that the boots made it difficult for him to position his feet, he 
decided to take them off and proceed without them. 

It was a difficult and painful choice: his hands were bleeding 
terribly and his feet were suffering excruciating pain, but he still 
managed to reach the top. 

He succeeded and the journey ended there because a hairy leg, 
with a powerful kick, made him end up back in the pool. 

He emerged from the water and pulled out his dagger. 

“Who was he?” 

he thought, carefully examining the spot from where he had 
fallen. 

Suddenly, a long rope ladder with about twenty rungs 
descended quickly along the wall streaked with Goldtheet's 
blood. 

“What was the need to make me fall into the water if then he or 
they threw away a ladder? 

I don't understand it." 

He climbed slowly and reached the top. 

Great was his astonishment when he noticed that on a sort of 
small landing there was a very large bed of fresh straw. 

“But what kind of madness is this?” 

he thought as he slowly approached, “a place to sleep ina 
caver” 
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He got closer and noticed that there was also a small wooden 
table full of nails, as if his craftsman didn't know very well how 
to assemble it. 

On this little table there was some bread with a little mold, 
which was most likely goat's milk, and some cheese which at 
first sight was very appetizing. 

He looked around slightly scared and tried to rationalize as 
much as possible. 

“Whoever offered me these dishes,” he thought, “doesn’t mean 
me any harm at the moment, but one can never be too 
careful... ’'d better put up the ladder.” 

As soon as he did so, he noticed that in the distance in the cave 
some shadows were standing out, but they were making 
imperceptible movements, as if they were observing him in 
religious silence. 

He dropped a rock into the pool on purpose to dispel any 
doubts as to whether they were real and had confirmation of 
this when he saw that they disappeared very quickly. 

“T have company,” he thought. 

After eating and drinking everything that was on the table, he 
lay down on his bed and began to think about everything that 
had happened in those few hours. 

“Why did the snake attack them? 

Were any of them saved? 

And above all, what happened to the panda?” 

All these questions were hammering away at his tired mind and 
brain, begging the suprachiasmatic nucleus to put him to sleep, 
but it was very difficult as the pirate's soul was in turmoil. 
Finally, after several hours, sleep came. 

It was a long, heavy sleep. 

In his mind, Goldtheet returned to the days of many years 
ago... 
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The pirate Goldtheet was born Horace Strongcrab, in 
Porthcurno, a seaside village in England, in an unknown year. 
From a very early age he loved music, but due to the poverty of 
his family, he could neither buy an instrument nor have friends 
who played, since the only ones who could do so were noble 
children who despised his social class. 

He had to make do by playing on pots and glasses, and he 
played with such passion that he would start while he was 
awake and finish almost late at night. 

These good days lasted until the neighbors went to complain to 
his parents. 

The parents, who were also exhausted, decided to close the 
doors of the furniture containing the tools with chains and 
padlocks. 

But the young mind of the future pirate had other plans: he 
bought a cheap pot and with the excuse of wanting to study at 
school beyond the scheduled time, he went to some remote 
countryside to play. 

It rang so loudly and so loudly that someone looked out of the 
window of a nearby castle. 
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“but who is this idiot banging on the pot?” 
the baron asked himself, “send five men immediately to give 
him eighty-one lashes. 
But the son of this baron, who instead appreciated that 
particular music, said "no dad, what are you doing! 
you can see that he is a poor man who tries to cultivate his 
passion... whoever commits himself to something must always 
be rewarded... I have many violins that I don't use... can I give 
him one?” 

“of course not!” 
replied the baron, “and now go to your room! 
Men, do as I told you!” 
He was captured and taken to the dungeons where he was 
punished with eighty-one lashes before the eyes of the baron. 
“did the lesson help your 
Plebeian?" 
“Yes, sorry, Baron, I made a mistake, from now on I| will play 
in the mountains” and as soon as he finished speaking, he saw 
that at the back of the dark room there was a rusty bowl. 
“can I take it with me?” 
he asked in a trembling voice, “And what are you supposed to 
do with that ugly, broken bowl?” 
asked the baron curiously. 
“well...I'd like to play on it.” 
These words deeply moved the baron's hardened soul. 
“Come here, son,” the baron said, putting his hand on his head, 
“now I will introduce you to someone who wants to know 
you.” They went up to their son’s room and found him crying 
on the bed. 
He immediately jumped for joy as soon as he saw that poor 


man with a pot in his hand. 
“Thanks Dad!” 
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he said almost whimpering, then turning to Horace, he asked 
Pp 2) g > 

him "what's your name?" 

“Horace 


29 6¢ 


nice name...and yours?” 

“Lucretius” “Yours is beautiful too” replied Horace “come 
now I'll show you your violin” “but I don't know how to play 
it” replied Horace “don't be shy” replied Lucretius “have you 
ever seen anyone who was born already knowing how to play?” 


After rummaging through a large wardrobe, Lucretius placed 
into his hands a red leather case containing a beautiful beech 
violin. 

Horace's eyes lit up with joy, but a veil immediately fell over his 
face. "I thank you, but I cannot accept," he replied, pushing it 
away with his hands. "It's too much for me." "Don't be shy," 
the Baron said, approaching him. "You will be able to play it 
very well." 

“Thank you very much,” replied Horace, “but I can’t take it 
with me. I live in a difficult place and there are many thieves on 
the streets...let’s do this. Pll come whenever you want and we'll 
play together.” 

“Done deal,” replied the Baron and Lucretius. 

So Horace left the castle with his shoulders and back broken 
from the eighty-one lashes, but with a very happy heart for 
having found such good friends. 

Thus some years passed: Horace after school and later after 
work, went to play at the baron's castle and played there with all 
the joy he had in his heart from the afternoon until eight 
o'clock in the morning of the following day. 

Unfortunately, it happened that a group of bandits were lurking 
in the countryside where Horace usually passed. 

“Hey look over there,” said one of them, “there’s a commoner 
walking nearby...what do you think about slitting his neck and 
stealing his coins?” 


119 


SOCOTRA 


Everyone agreed and started following him, until Horace 
entered the castle. 

“He must be a relative of the baron” many thought “let's kill 
them all so we can be rich!” 

This horrible idea was approved by everyone. 

Lucetrius and Horace were playing Legrant's aria “For the love 
of my good friend”, they were absorbed in the magic of those 
moments and nothing seemed to distract them. 

The fire was lit and the shadows of the two musicians were cast 
on the large window behind them. 

Suddenly, this window which once housed an idyllic image 
shattered into a thousand pieces. 

The music stopped, and the two boys saw with dismay a large 
bandit gang looking at them like lions looking at a herd of 
gazelles. 

“You're dead!” thundered the gang leader. “Let's run away!” 
Horace shouted. 

The two began running through all the corridors screaming for 
help as much as they could. 

However, no guard was able to defeat the bandits, and for a 
short time the Baron, Horace and Lucretius remained alone in 
the large office. 

“Come in here,” said the Baron in a thin voice, “there is a 
secret passage that leads into the open countryside.” 

“and you're not coming dad? 

Lucretius asked him “I would very willingly come” his father 
replied “but unfortunately I am too big to fit in...well what can 
you do...being big is not always a good thing...”. 

A few moments later the door began to take heavy blows from 
the bandits. 

“ool 

come on quickly!” 
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exclaimed the Baron as he approached the door which was 
knocked down. 

“Please, I will give you everything I own,” said the baron in a 
pleading voice, “but let me live, I beg you.” 

“T am very sorry,” said their leader, “but you have met people 
on your path who do not care about anything.” 

With a quick stab he hit him full in the chest, making him 
scream like a madman. 

Lucretius heard this cry and with tears in his eyes ran back on 
his steps. 

"No! 

Luctretius come back!” 

Horace shouted at him, trying to stop him, but unfortunately in 
vain. 

While running, Luctretius dropped his violin on the ground. 
Luctretius returned to the hall and attacked the pirates who 
slaughtered him before the eyes of his father, who died from 
his broken heatt. 

“Look, there's a secret passage,” said one of the bandits who 
had approached the little door behind the desk. 

Horace, taking the violin, began to run like a madman with 
tears flowing in rivers, until, having climbed a ladder, he found 
himself in the open countryside. 

He ran breathlessly to Porthcurno, then returned home and 
began to play the violin slowly so as not to wake his sleeping 
parents. 

From that moment until dawn he played the same song 
continuously, namely “my beautiful friend”. 

When his parents went to his room at eight in the morning to 
wake him, they found him swinging on the floor with his legs 
attached to his torso and his hands on the bow that was still 
strumming notes on the strings. 
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In vain they asked him why he was in that state and why he 
continued to play like a madman. 
Half an hour later the city guards knocked at the door, forced 
their way in and asked in a contemptuous voice where the 
murderer of the baron and his son was. 
Horace, awakened from that state, and putting the violin in the 
case that he carried like a backpack on his shoulders, faced the 
guards saying to them "gentlemen, I am innocent! 
It was bandits who killed the baron and his son." 
"Shut up! 
Assassin!” 
one of them shouted at him, giving him a hard slap in the face. 
“Now you come with us.” 
He was chained at the neck and wrists and led through the 
streets of the town. 
Everyone started to look at him badly and to utter perjuries and 
sweat words at him, some even threw several tomatoes at him. 
After a half-hour ordeal, he was taken to the guard station 
where, thrown into a cell in the company of a mysterious man, 
he began to cry bitterly, shouting “I am innocent! 
"It was the bandits!" 

"Shut up," a guard ordered him, "or else tomorrow we'll 
hang you today." 
"What?" 
he screamed putting his hands over his face "but I didn't do 
anything! 
Help! 
Help!" 
These terrifying outbursts only made matters worse, as the 
guards entered the cell and beat him with sticks. 
He managed to crawl to the wall of the cell and place himself 
with his back against it, a slow trickle of blood dripping from 
his mouth. 
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Putting his hand in his mouth he realized that he had lost some 
teeth. 

“Tm dead,” he stammered with difficulty, “I’m dead...”. 

“and so tomorrow you will be hanged?” 

the man asked him, looking at him sideways. Horace didn't 
answer, but looked straight ahead. 

“It so happens,” said the man, “that I have to go out this 
evening. 


if you were willing to give me that violin...tomorrow I might 
have a little thought for you..." 

In a pained voice, Horace hissed, “It belonged to a friend of 
mine... bandits killed him last night... I don't think he'll be of 
any use to me after he's dead... I know you're trying to screw 
me over... I just ask you not to break it.” The man chuckled and 
took the violin in his hands and said nothing more until night 
fell and set him free. 

“Don't worty,” he said at the cell door, “tomorrow you'll go to 
a nice place,” and after a chuckle he walked away with a smile 
on his lips. 

“How stupid I am,” thought Horace, “at least I would have 
gone with my violin to that beautiful place.” 

The night, although Horace remained awake both because of 
the thought of his impending fate and because his heart did not 
stop pounding with fear, passed very quickly. 

When the guards opened the cell door to take him, Horace 
tried to attack them by jumping on them, but one of them, who 
was very tall and strong, responded only by giving him a good 
blow on the head. 

He was dragged half-conscious through the streets of the city, 
with hundreds of people throwing stones and fruit at him. 
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He searched among the people for the eyes of his parents, but 
he did not find them, they too had abandoned him. 

“Tt's not fair,” she thought, crying, “it's absurd... I haven't done 
anything wrong.” 

He was led to the gallows, which was located on a wide road 
leading up a nearby hill. 

He climbed onto the scaffold and was greeted by the 
executioner, a fat man with a black hood covering his face, 
from which, through two very small holes, one could glimpse 
two dark brown eyes. 

“Stop whining,” the executioner told him, “it will all be over 
soon...” Then, turning to the guards, he said, “gentlemen, help 
me get this good young man to rest his head on that block.” 
Horace fought like a lion, but even lions are defeated. 

Not without difficulty did the two guards manage to place his 
head on the block. 

Tears were flowing in rivers as people rejoiced greatly to 
witness the impending spectacle. 

The executioner, excited by the clamor of the people, was 
sharpening his enormous axe with a joyful smile, while a priest 
had climbed onto the scaffold to make Horace confess his sin. 
“confess! 

you scoundrel! 

And rest assured that in hell the flames will burn you a little less 
"but what do I have to confess to you if I haven't done 
anything! 

How could [ kill all those people by myself?” “What a 
scoundrel!” 

the priest blurted out, spitting at him. 

Suddenly, however, there was a great clattering sound, like the 
noise of something made of iron moving at great speed. 
Everyone turned towards the hill and with horror saw a large 
black spot approaching very quickly. 
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In less than a minute it was clear what it was. 

“two huge wheels are heading towards the execution point!” 
many exclaimed in terror. 

This was an enormous velocipede consisting of a huge front 
wheel ten metres high and five metres in diameter, while the 
reat wheel was most likely half the size of the front one. 
Where the saddle should have been, there was instead a 
wooden cabin with a dark window on each side. 

The fright was so great that the entire crowd, including the 
priest and the guards, ran away. 

Only the executioner remained firmly on the scaffold with the 
axe in his hand. 

“oh no!” 

exclaimed the executioner, “T'll finish my job.” 

He was about to bring the blade down on Horace's neck when 
a window in the cabin quickly opened, unleashing an equally 
fast mechanical fist that crashed powerfully into the 
executioner's face. 

The fist opened into a hand, which very delicately, after 
breaking the chains that bound Horace's wrists, quickly grabbed 
him, carrying him, after having almost made him faint due to 
the fright of the incredible height, into the cabin. 

The hand placed him on a green armchair and disappeared out 
the window. 

In front of him, sitting on a black armchair, there was a person 
who was looking at him and smiling. 

Horace was about to open his mouth but the man put his violin 
in his hands. “Thank you,” he replied hesitantly. “So, do you 
like this beautiful place?” 

he asked him “of course I do” Horace replied putting a hand 
on his forehead. 


15 
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The man before Horace immediately struck him as peculiar: his 
face, not very old, bore numerous wrinkles that rose and fell on 
all sides. 

What struck him most was that on the sides of his face he had 
numerous holes like huge needles stuck into his skin, while his 
tongue was a sort of robotic piece of wood from which he 
could hear a vague noise of gears coming from. 

“You're surprised, aren’t your” 

the mysterious man said to him, chuckling, “Who are you? 

And where are you taking me?” 

Horace asked, slightly frightened. 

“T am a man who has paid dearly for what he thought and I can 
assure you that not everyone likes what they think.” 

Horace remained silent. 

“T’m not taking you anywhere,” replied the mysterious figure. 
“If you want to come with me, [ll be happy to welcome you on 
my ship.” 

"ship?" 

“ves, I'm a bit of a peculiar traveler’ Horace remained silent for 
fear of saying something in bad taste. 

“You asked me who I am,” the man replied, “My name is Jerio 
Klopstochi, I am a painter and an inventor.” “Interesting,” 
Horace replied incredulously, “and what do you build?” 

Things like these he said to him while offering him small 
objects that he had in the palm of his hand: “gold teeth? 

Thank you very much...you are very kind." 

“These teeth snap right in, no surgery is needed.” 

“T'm very pleased,” replied a perplexed Horace, immediately 
putting them in his pocket. 


“Tl put them further away” “as you wish”. 
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As soon as he finished speaking, the velocipede stopped near a 
bay, where a boat was moored. 

“T'll show you right away,” exclaimed Klopstochi, and with that 
he pressed a button that was located on the armrest of the 
chair. 

This button caused the velocipede to lower and lower, deflating 
the wheels and bending the iron spokes. 

Having almost reached the ground, a ladder emerged from a 
large cavity outside the cabin door and, using sharp iron pylons, 
it fit perfectly into the ground. 

Horace looked at all this with incredible wonder. 

Once they reached the ship, about ten men dressed as circus 
artists jumped off it with incredible acrobatics. 

“Who are these crazy people?” 

Horace wondered “is this my ship?” Klopstochi replied “I am 
the captain of the circus pirates!” 

“a pirate?” 

thought Horace "we're doing well" "Captain Klopstochi, with 
your arrival we're ready to sail" said one of them seriously "very 
good Juan" replied Klopstochi "from today we have a new 
companion with us... do you want to come with us?" 

“Of course I want to,” replied Horace. “It won’t do me any 
good to go back.” 

“Captain, should we give him a suit like ours too?” 

asked Juan “it must be up to him to decide...after all he is our 
guest” said Klopstochi heading towards the pier. 

“Thank you...” Horace declined, “but I think my clothes will 
do.” 

“As you wish,” Juan replied, bowing his head in slight 
disappointment. 

Horace immediately went into his cabin and fell asleep, but was 
awakened by a tail passing under his nose. 
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He woke up with a start and, lighting a candle, exclaimed in a 
threatening voice to the shadow that had hidden under the 
table. 

“Who ate you who hid under the table? 

Come out now or I'll... kill you with the dagger." 

He didn't have a dagger but he thought he was scary anyway. 
From under the table someone threw a dagger at him. 

“Were you talking about this?” 

asked a very strange voice. 

"You come. 

“Come out,” Horace replied nervously. From 
under the table came out a very strange bipedal fox wearing a 
pink suit. 

Horace looked at her with wide eyes. 

“and who ate you?” 

he said, dropping the dagger from his hands and starting to 
shake from the knees. 

“Don’t be afraid,” said the fox, clearing her throat with a 
cough. “It was dark and I didn’t know there was a guest in my 
cabin.” 

“in your cabin?” 

“ves” replied the little fox as if it were the simplest thing in the 
world “I'm vice-captain Monica, did anyone tell you anything?” 
“No,” Horace replied, putting a hand to his forehead, “I’ve 
never seen an animal talk.” ““You’ve never been to Socotra, 
then?” 

“So-whate”’ 

she asked “‘is this the island where he comes from...” but she 
couldn't finish the sentence as she fell back to the ground 
asleep. 

“But what kind of ship is this?” 

Horace wondered as he got back under the covers. 
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The days passed quickly on the open sea and the same things 
always happened: in the morning there was fishing, in the 
afternoon there was cleaning, and in the evening there was 
eating and dancing. 

Horace noticed that only one thing was the same every day and 
at every hour: Klopstochi, sitting on the bow, painted for 
several hours a day and no one was able to interrupt his activity. 
He painted with such passion that he did not even pause to eat 
and any noise, even the deepest and loudest, had no effect on 
his ears. 

He looked in every way like a character from some scary fairy 
tale. 

Hiding in a barrel, Horace found that his gestures had a 
mechanical quality, like those of a machine moved by gears. 
Then, always at the same time, he put the crayons in a pencil 
case and went to his cabin, locking it. 

Goldtheet noticed that when he went to eat, he was always 
alone, except for the little fox who ate with him. 

That wasn't the only strange thing about the ship: circus 
performers were jumping left and right from morning till night, 
performing acrobatics while holding on to the ship's nets. 
They too, like Klopstochi, performed their acts with mechanical 
precision, like so many puppets moved by strings. 

Only the fox seemed somehow normal, because unlike all the 
others, she made mistakes. 

She was awkward, lazy, sleepy and reluctant to work, spending 
many hours of her day sleeping or eating in secret. 

If you asked her something, she would growl loudly and make 
rude gestures. 

“Where have I ended up?” Horace said to himself every night. 
Three weeks after leaving, Horace thought to ask the captain 
where they were headed. 
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“we are heading towards the Drake Passage, it is a calm sea” 
No one else could lie like Klopstochi: that was and still is the 
roughest sea in the world. 

“Why ate we headed there? 

asked Horace. “I have a score to settle with some fine people,” 
replied the captain. 

It happened that during the crossing, just after Cape Horn, a 
very strong storm raged in the strait. 

“I advise you to do as the fox does and go into the cabin,” the 
captain told him, observing the raging storm. 

“and you and the others aren’t going?” 

he asked “of course we'll go, but you go first”. 

He entered the cabin and his immediate thought was to spy 
through the porthole. 

The captain, observing the raging storm, put his hands over his 
face and then entered the cabin, while the circus performers 
remained fixed and motionless as they were hit by the storm. 
“but why aren’t they moving?” 

he exclaimed signaling to the fox “mind your own business” 
she said throwing herself under the bed. 

“how can I mind my own business?” 

he said as he stepped outside and into the elements. 

“have you gone out of your mind?” 

he asked them, but they seemed to be asleep so much that they 
were still. 

A very strong gust of wind blew him away and he fell into the 
freezing water. 

The dive was like a thousand spears piercing his flesh. 

He tried to defeat bad luck, but it was all in vain until someone 
threw him a rope. 

It was the fox “hold on! 

Force!" 

he screamed at her with his claws digging into the wood. 
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He tried to hold on, but the storm was so strong that it dragged 
them both into the water. 

They began to sink deeper and deeper, with the cold now 
having overcome them. 

It seemed all over until a shadow quickly approached the two 
of them. 

Grabbing them tightly with its fins, the mysterious aquatic 
being made them emerge with their heads out of the water and, 
swimming like lightning, in a few minutes managed to make 
them lie down on a beach made entirely of ice. 

As soon as Horace woke up, after noticing that the violin was 
strangely intact and not at all wet, he immediately checked 
whether the fox was breathing. 

“She's alive,” he thought joyfully, then turning to the water, he 
saw who their savior was. 

“and who would you be?” 

he asked that strange being that emerged from the water. 

Two small eyes looked at him curiously, while two thick lips 
trembled from the cold. 

The body of this being was so squat and thick that it looked in 
every way, as its nickname suggests, “a sea cow”. 

“Tt's a Socotra dugong,” said the fox, waking up. “They are also 
called the dugongs of affection because if you throw them food 
they will follow you forever.” “So you threw them something 
to eat,” asked Horace. “By mistake I threw a bone into the sea 
just as it was passing by...” “TI see....” 

said Horace, approaching the dugong and stroking its head, 
“Thank you for saving us... think I have something for you.” 
He searched his pocket thoroughly until he found a piece of 
cheese. “Here, this is a reward for your bravety... it's quite 
soaked... but that shouldn't be a problem for you... right?” 

The dugong flapped its fins and ate him in one bite. 
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‘Well,’ said Horace, looking left and right, “it looks like we've 
ended up in the middle of nowhere. 
I think we have to walk a long way to find shelter and food...” 
and he put his hand to his face, thinking about the cheese. 
“Okay,” he said, putting a hand to his face as if to think, “did 
the captain by any chance tell you where he was headed?” 
“to a polar bear village” 

“polar bears? 
“Tve never heard of them,” replied Horace. “They’re a bit of a 
peculiar bunch,” replied the fox. “Do you know how to get 
there?” 
she asked him “sure” she replied “I’ve already been there, there 
are even signs that tell us how far it is” They started walking 
and Horace already began to feel the first pangs of the cold, in 
fact, even though he had his mouth closed, the cold that passed 
through his broken teeth hurt like hell and didn’t stop until he 
had screamed for ten minutes. 
“It’s time I put them on,” said Horace, inserting his teeth into 
his mouth. 
At one point, Monica, who had no shoes but was walking bare- 
legged, collapsed to the ground with her paws bleeding. 
Horace picked her up and said, “Don’t worry...P'll take you 
there from now on.” 
They continued walking across the snowy plains until they 
found a sign that appeared out of nowhere. 
There were many circular and triangular symbols interspersed 
with scratches. 
It was certainly an alphabet of these bears, but unfortunately it 
was absolutely indecipherable. 
“What does it say?” 
he asked Monica “T don't know bears” she answered sincerely 
“how come you don't know? 
And now what do we doe” 
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“We proceed with caution,” she replied. “Usually polar bears 
put up signs near their villages to warn of impending 
dangers...we ate close but we have to be careful.” 

“be careful of what. 

“T don't see anything,” said Horace, looking left and right. 
Seeing that night had fallen, they decided to camp in a small 
cave that appeared on the slopes of a snow-capped mountain. 
The cold was biting so much that to ease the suffering of those 
moments, Horace decided to play “Oh My Beautiful Friend” 
for Monica. 

“How good you are” replied Monica, clapping her paws 
forcefully, “now play something else. 

“Thank you,” he replied, “but I just don’t have the strength to 
do it, and it’s as if my head was telling me to play only this 
one.” 

“T understand...’’ Monica replied with the look of someone 
who had understood many things. 

Meanwhile, this continuous melody, although pleasant, had 
woken up and disturbed a leopard seal that was sleeping in a 
natural pool behind the room where the two were. 

“This melody is very beautiful,” thought the seal, “but it's 
always the same...I'm fed up.” 

He slowly walked towards the area where he heard the music 
coming from. 

“Look, look,” said the seal, rubbing his fins, “but isn’t that a 
human? 

And who is that other one...she reminds me of the tasty white 
fox. 

“T think I'll have a nice dinner tonight.” He slowly approached 
the two and was about to devour the fox in one bite, when a 
yellowish ray of light came from the violin's pegbox and hit the 
seal full in the chest, unfortunately only burning it. 

“Let's run away quickly!” Horace shouted. 
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The two of them emerged from the cave with the seal chasing 
them, but the latter just wouldn't give up his morsel. 

Horace pointed his violin at him, but the latter just wouldn't 
hear of firing another shot. 

“Damned” Horace said to the violin which responded by 
sending out an electric shock that burned him. 

The seal saw this scene and rejoiced as he came closer and 
closer, until he saw Monica slip and end up on the ground with 
her paws on the ground. 

“Tonight is my lucky night,” thought the seal. 

He lunged at the fox with his jaws wide open, with Horace 
watching in terror, when out of the darkness of the night leapt 
a large shadow with an axe in his hand. 

The seal, if it had not made a clever dodge, would certainly 
have lost its head, but instead it skillfully took from a pocket it 
had in its fur a folding bone that opens like a Swiss Army knife. 
The two beings, of which only large indistinct shapes could be 
seen, fought for about ten minutes, until the victorious shadow 
approached the two. 

Standing before them was a huge polar bear, with a bloody axe 
in his hand, wearing thick circular glasses, a cap made of 
penguin skins and, much to Monica's horror, a leopard seal on 
his shoulders. 

In a very faint voice, which did not at all suit his size, he said in 
very broken English, “What do you do when you’re cold?” 

Do you want to come to my village? 

We good bears” and to underline the concept he offered them 
an open furry paw. 

The two looked at each other and at him in amazement, then 
slowly moving their heads, they said “certainly”. 

The bear led them to a sled to which were tied five Eskimo 
dogs, who, to the two's great disappointment, did not speak 
English but only barked. 
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“Stand there,” said the bear, pointing to a spot on the sled for 
Horace. 

Horace did as the bear said and as a reward ten seconds later he 
was hit in the back of the head with the axe handle, instantly 
knocking him unconscious. 

“It's hard to find you,” said the bear. 

“The important thing is that you found us” Monica replied “Is 
everything ready there in the village?” 

“T'm not in charge,” replied the bear. “We'll find out tomorrow 
morning.” 

Ata very fast pace, the sleigh set off in the direction of the 
village. 
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The next day, Horace was awakened by the laughter of some 
children playing with wooden toys and dolls. 

They were dressed in fur jackets that were so long that only the 
tips of their shoes were visible. 

Looking at the place where he was, it was nothing more than a 
small cave made of ice, like a sort of rudimentary igloo. 

The children, as soon as they saw that he had woken up, ran 
outside, very scared. 

Horace also went out, and as soon as he took two steps outside 
he noticed two enormous polar bears watching him with 
serious looks and folded arms. 

“but where did I end up and where is Monica?” 

he thought as he began to walk between the igloos. 

“how bad!P” 

he said putting a hand behind his neck “could it have been that 
damned bear?” 

Suddenly, in the distance, he saw Monica waving at him with 
wide paws before he entered a large igloo. 
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“Monica,” he said joyfully, “I’m coming!” 

.When he entered the igloo, he noticed with surprise that sitting 
cross-legged were Monica, Klopstochi, the polar bear from the 
previous evening and a guy dressed as a priest. 

The four of them surrounded a wicker chest from which 
strange noises could be heard. 

"captain!" 

exclaimed Horace “how good to see you again” “I can say the 
same...” replied Klopstochi “did you manage to survive the 
storm? 

How are the others?” 

“they're fine...how ate your 

“good...but I would like to know the reason for this...meeting? 
What are you doing here?” 

“Open the box and you will find out.” 

As he approached he noticed the priest watching him and 
writing something in a notebook. 

Trying not to notice, he opened the box and discovered what 
was inside. 

Chewing with gusto on some bamboo, lying blissfully on its 
back, was a panda. 

“a panda?” 

he stammered, “Why a panda?” 

“You should know that the Grand Mandarin of China,” 
Klopstochi began, “had sent this panda as a gift to the Grand 
Duke of Ascoli but some pirates took possession of it.” 
“what pirates?” 

asked Horace “my friends” replied the priest “a pirate priest?” 
“why can’t a priest be a pirate? 

We are not starting off well, my friend." 

“can I continue talking?” 
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said Klopstochi in a nervous voice. “In any case, this pirate 
wants to sell us the panda and we are willing to accept his 
terms.” 

“But that's fantastic,” exclaimed Horace. “It certainly would 
have been better not to meet at the end of the world.” “T think 
so too... only we won't pay for it in coins,” said Klopstochi 
scratching his head. “And how will we pay for it?” 

“with you...I saved you from death for this.” 

Horace's world fell on him "no. 


please...I don't want to be a slave” “Slave?” 

the priest repeated laughing. “Let's do this,” said the priest. “T'll 
give you the chance to be free if you beat me in a fight... what 
do you say? After all, freedom is something you earn.” 

“T will make this white earth red with your blood,” Horace told 
him, looking at the priest’s slender form and believing he 
already had victory in his grasp. 

They went out and started fighting, but after five seconds you 
could already tell how it was going to end. 

The priest used an unmatched, extremely fast and effective 
fichting style. 

After less than a minute Horace found himself with his sore 
face in the ice. 

“oo away!” 

the priest shouted at him “I wanted a valuable apprentice but 
you are just a little boy... give me back the panda” 

“NO!, PLEASE Father Kostas” said Klopstochi 
kneeling in the snow, “we really need this panda! It is for 
something important...” “Then pay me for it instead of giving 
me this idiot” the priest snapped “I would like it so much” 
replied Klopstochi “but we have no money, it is a huge amount 
of money you are asking for”. 
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“You should have thought about it before making me come to 
Antarctica,” Father Kostas replied in an altered voice, as he was 
about to close the panda's coffin. 

“Forgive me,” Horace interrupted them, “I will be your pupil... 
forgive me...”. 

Father Kostas looked him up and down and then said, “I 
wanted to see just that, the sacrifice for the good of a greater 
cause. 

come on boy. 

Greece is waiting for us”’. 

“Greece?” 

he asked with an idiotic air, “And where is it?” 

“Tt will take a while to find out,” said Father Kostas, “but it will 
be worth it.” 

Monica ran to hug him and said, “Thank you very much...I 
won't forget you.” Horace didn’t answer. 

Klopstochi approached him and said, “Your sacrifice will not 
be forgotten...come to Socotra as soon as you can. 
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.we will share the treasure together” “a treasure” thought 
Horace “who knows what it is”. 

Horace wanted to tell him something but in the end he said 
nothing but ran away following Father Kostas without even 
looking at his now former companions. 

As soon as he was far enough away, his eyes were able to let 
out those tears he didn't want to be seen. 

With his mind racing with hundreds of thoughts, he followed 
the priest across a vast expanse of ice, until they came to a ship 
that was mooted nearby. 

Horace noticed that some priests were busy, with the help of 
polar bears, some ugly seals and some penguins, carrying 
barrels and crates onto the ship, while others were fighting 
among themselves with the same Karate with which Father 
Kostas had defeated him earlier. 
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“Father,” he asked him, “but in Greece, do you all priests fight 
like this?” 

Father Kostas laughed and said “maybe...if that were the case 
we would win all the wars and Greece would return to the 
splendor of the times of Alexander” then he paused and 
continued “only we priests of the sacred seminary of Levidi 
practice this art...there are a few dozen students who want to 
learn it. 


so to earn something from the government that gives us 
subsidies we enslave or capture children and make them 
become students”. 
“well I don't know if you're happy to hear it, but if you had 
asked me I would have come to your seminar of my own free 
will...your martial art is so suggestive...I like it a lot...there”. 
“T am very pleased to hear that,” replied Father Kostas, 
boarding the ship with Horace. “This will mean that training 
will begin tomorrow morning.” Horace looked at him 
thoughtfully and said, “Now that I am your slave, what will you 
make me do...a cabin boy? 
The little kitchen boy?” 

Father Kostas looked at him and laughed “you'd like 
that, huh? 
no, no, your task will be to study combat and prayers from 
morning till night. 
believe me there is no worse slavery than this!” 
“can I at least play the violin?” 
he asked timidly “of course you can...a little good music will 
soothe our hairy old ears” That night, in his cabin, as he 
watched the ice floes recede further and further away, he began 
to think about his fate. 
“Was a panda really more important than him? 
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Were some coins in some chest really worth more than 
friendship and loyalty?” 

he was brooding, turning left and right in bed. 

He couldn't understand why such an exchange had happened 
and the more he thought about it, the more he couldn't sleep. 
The next day, he was invited by the priests to study Latin in the 
hold. 

The teacher, a certain Glaupor, a large man with a long beard 
that reached the ground, gave Horace a quick whack on the 
head as soon as he entered the classroom. 

“Are we coming to class at this time?” 

Glaupor blurted out with a face that flashed thunder and 
lightning. 

“look, master... was probably a minute late, at most!” 

replied Horace “one minute is too long” exclaimed Glaupor 
giving him another whack “and now go to your place” There 
were only two seats, his and a monkey's. 

We started with the first declension, but Horace was so stupid 
and forgetful that he forgot all the endings, while the monkey, 
despite some errors due more to the formation of the vocal 
cords, answered correctly. 

“What a pacifier!’ 

exclaimed Glaupor “look at this monkey, how good and smart 
he is, he is a good student”. 

Horace turned red in the face at the thought that a monkey was 
so much smarter than him. 

After three hours on the first and second declension plus a 
couple of grammar assignments, the teacher, Horace and the 
monkey climbed onto the stern, where Father Kostas was 
waiting for them. 

“And now he left them to you,” said Glaupor, sitting on a chair 
and drinking a glass of rum, but Father Kostas did not answer, 
as he was in a sort of catalepsy due to the meditation of prayer. 
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You could hear him muttering very complicated things in Latin. 
After a very boring half hour of waiting the priest woke up 
from his sleep and said: “You have finally arrived! 

It's time to learn the fundamentals." 

So they started to throw the first kicks and punches, and here 
too the monkey proved to be more capable and tremendously 
superior. 

He knew how to dodge blows and he also knew how to inflict 
them without any difficulty, as if he were a born talent. 

“T didn’t think ’d find such a good disciple in Guyana,” Father 
Kostas said as he taught him the moves. 

At the end of the training he turned to Horace and said through 
tight lips, “You still have a lot to learn, but I trust that when we 
return to Greece you will become good too.” 

Returning to his room, he noticed that on the bed next to his 
was a bunch of bananas. 

He heard the door open and turning around he saw the 
monkey come in carrying a suitcase, put it under the bed, 
moved the bunch of bananas to a nightstand and fell asleep. 
“What a guy,” thought Horace, “but Pll show everyone that ’m 
better.” 

He took the violin and began to play the usual song, but the 
monkey, who was tired from the hard day, snatched it from his 
hands and put it back in the case, giving him the sign of silence. 
“Damn monkey,” he muttered, getting back under the covers. 
“Now I can’t even play?” 

The next day things went worse: a shark with a powerful bite 
had pierced the central part of the hull creating a dangerous 
leak, well, the monkey had learned at the monkey school in 
Guyana how to repair decks and wooden things, and so within 
a few minutes the leak was repaired to the great admiration of 
the entire crew. 
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The next day it happened that the ship's cook was not feeling 
well, the monkey said in Latin "et coques nunc" and in a flash 
he started cooking some dishes from the Essequibo watershed. 
The result was that the entire crew was so delighted with the 
meal that they appointed him assistant chef. 

Looking at all this, Horace could not help but feel a strong 
envy, that monkey was truly a prodigy, but nothing stopped 
him from surpassing it, however this envy that he felt towards 
the primate soon turned into admiration. 

It happened, while they were passing through the Azores, that 
the ship was attacked by the fearsome “harpoon” pirates. 
These pirates, mostly of Saracen origin, moved on motorized 
boats with a system of wheels, which launched harpoons at the 
ships with the aim of capturing and pulling their targets into the 
water. 

Unfortunately, their target was none other than Horace. 

He was struck in the shoulder by a swift, powerful blow, which 
dragged him into the water before the priests could do 
anything. 

“Monkey thinks-c!”’ Father Kostas shouted but he could not 
finish the sentence, as the monkey had jumped into the water 
the moment Horace fell. 

The boat was speeding along, but the monkey was no 
exception, covering great distances by swimming dolphin style 
just like monkeys do in Guyana. 

The pirate, noticing that a monkey was swimming at full speed 
towards the boat, was amazed and took a harpoon, pointing it 
at it, and said: "Let's see what you're capable ofl" 

He threw it with all the strength he had in his body, but for the 
monkey, who had fought against lions and poachers in Guyana, 
this was a walk in the park. 


142 


SOCOTRA 


He leaped from the water like a dolphin leaps and grabbed the 
steel harpoon with force, starting to pull with all the strength he 
had in his muscles. 

He pulled so hard that the stern came off and the boat began to 
sink. 

“Damn you,” said the Saracen, throwing himself into the sea, 
but not before stabbing Horace in the chest. 

For the first time the monkey was seen to be alarmed and with 
the speed of a torpedo fish it headed towards Horace, who was 
bleeding profusely, now unconscious and sinking deeper and 
deeper. 

He grabbed it and with what little strength he had left he 
grabbed the life preserver thrown to him from the ship. 

With great difficulty, through a series of herbal poultices, 
dressings, spitting and Guyanese dances, he managed to revive 
Horace. 

“Forgive me my good friend” she said hugging him almost 
crying “I love you so much... too much”. 

So within a month, they arrived at the port of Athens as good 
friends. 


VE 


After the ship docked, a small stagecoach pulled by two horses 
welcomed Glaupor, Father Kostas and the two new students. 
After a brief interruption in the boat journey due to the passage 
ovet the island of Salamis, Horace was able to see with his own 
eyes how barren the territory of the Peloponnese was. 

The stagecoach proceeded with difficulty along dirt roads and 
strewn with obstacles, such as fallen trees and scattered rocks, 
which only prolonged the hours of suffering for Horace and 
the monkey, who couldn't wait to get out and take a walk. 
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So, because of these obstacles, instead of a day and a half it 
took three. 

Very tired, but with hope in their souls, the two entered a large 
plain where they could glimpse the distant mountains through 
the morning mist. 

“Look guys” said Father Kostas “that is Mount Mainalo and 
those other two are Mount Artemisio and Helmos, we made it, 
we reached Levidi. 

The thoughts in Horace's mind began to thicken: "So it is here 
in Arcadia that my destiny will be fulfilled?" 

he thought, “Will I have a life too or will I remain locked within 
those walls forever...? 

I miss the sea”. 

He had never thought about the future, but the sight of the 
imposing Mount Mainalo was like waking up from a very long 
sleep. 

As the stagecoach drew closer, he could see more clearly the 
enormous seminary that stretched up the mountain just beyond 
a large clump of trees. 

“Do you see it?” 

said Father Kostas “that is our seminary! 

It was founded on an ancient temple dedicated to Artemis 
Hymnia...you will feel at home there”. 

When they reached the entrance door, someone immediately 
denied it. 

The doorman, surrounded by some boys and girls dressed in 
white robes, immediately began to insult the monkey. 

One of them, who had a very mean look and a very sharp 
tongue, said in Latin "boys, let's buy a cage because we have a 
new pet", after which he started making offensive gestures 
towards the monkey while everyone else laughed. 
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The monkey put his hands to his face in shame, while Horace 
was about to intervene when Father Kostas said "enough Giur, 
this is not the way to welcome a new atrival, shame on you". 

“T will be a Socotra knight,” he said in a scornful voice, “and 
Socotra knights must earn the respect of the animals.” 

Having said this he went inside followed by his gang. 
Observing the scene, a girl with orange hair approached the 
two. 

She had a beautiful face, a slim physique and inspired sympathy. 
“Excuse him,” said a girl, addressing the monkey in Latin, “he’s 
just a big shot who thinks he’s someone special.” 

The monkey wanted to respond with a “thank you” but he 
could only translate and speak Latin except for a few sentences, 
so he limited himself to nodding his head. 

“Thank you,” Horace said to the girl. “My name is Horace and 
I come from England. What is your name and where are you 
from?” 

“My name is Aura and I am from Levidi, I am in this seminary 
because I have always liked the religious Karate of these priests. 
Now I have to go, see you in class”’. 

Soon after, the two priests accompanied the two new students 
through many stairs and corridors until they reached the men's 
dormitory. 

“This will be your home for a long time,” said Father Kostas, 
“go and choose your bed,” and with that he went away with 
Glaupor. 

Having entered the room, after seeing that the other students 
were looking at them with folded arms and stern looks, the two 
had a bitter surprise: there was no bed for them, except for a 
bed of not at all fresh straw. 

Giur looked at the disappointment on their faces and chuckled. 
Horace noticed it and went to talk to him: “hey, did you invent 
this evil? 
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, we want a bed!” 


“T’m sorry,” Giur replied with a sly expression, “but there are 
no more beds and we’ve worked hard to find one that would 
suit you...you can always sleep on the floor if you want.” 

“on the ground? 

We're NOt...” 

Giur replied almost growling, “but is it possible that in all of 
Greece there isn’t a camp bed?” 

“TI repeat, sleep on the floor if you want,” Giur replied, walking 
away followed by some giggling students. 

Giur and the monkey had no choice but to make do with the 
bed, which was not the only element in their corner: there was 
also a very old bedside table with a drawer where Horace 
thought of putting the violin. 

In the hours before going to sleep, they were given the 
seminarian's uniform, which, as we have seen, was a long white 
cassock with many buttons from the chest down. 

The first night did not go very well: the students made fun of 
the monkey by making monkey noises and several times Father 
Kostas had to enter the room and beat someone. 

The first day was the culmination of many weeks of insults and 
teasing, weeks where Horace and the monkey had only Auta as 
their friend. 

However, the days passed quickly both thanks to the jokes 
about Horace's blunders in Latin lessons and to the violin 
lessons that Horace gave to the monkey, who was a very good 
violinist. 

After a few months, Aura let them know that there was a 
religious Karate tournament. 

“the tournament?” 

asked Horace “did you hear that, monkey? 

I think you can win for sure. 
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no one can beat you. 

I'm sure you'll kick that evil Giut's ass." 

The monkey made many noises of assent. 

“and when would this tournament be?” 

he asked her. 

“tomorrow afternoon, registrations have already started” 
“thank you. 

come on monkey let's see who can get there faster." 

He hadn't even finished saying it when the monkey was already 
running. 

Giur was waiting for them in the registration office, signing the 
registration papers. 

“but what a surprise. 

the monkey and the chimpanzee. 

will you sign up too? 

There will be some good laughs. 

monkey, but can you write?” 

he concluded with a laugh. 

“of course he can write, you idiot! 

He writes better than anyone! 

Monkey, show him.” 

The monkey checked the boxes and signed in a handwriting 
that would make the best copyist envious. 

Giur didn't say anything but simply said "what a good monkey" 
but taking some ink he threw it in his face "see you soon 
chimpanzee... I'll tear you to pieces... just hope you don't run 
into me" and laughing he went away slamming the door. 
“but did you hear that idiot?” 

Horace said angrily, wiping the monkey's face with a 
handkerchief. "I can't wait to smash his face in," but the 
monkey, who understood much mote than one might think, 
said and gestured something like "let's be careful." 
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The next day, in the first fight, Horace and the monkey 
could see what Giur was made of. 
In the large room filled with hundreds of seated people, he was 
the first to step onto the black battle mat. 
His opponent was a very tall, very fat man, very similar to a 
sumo wrestler. 
Giur He fought with a very fast style, but sometimes his 
techniques did not seem like those taught in school, but rather 
techniques learned elsewhere. 
“It’s very strong...” said Aura “and very beautiful too. 
“good” he thought. 
“Yeah...” replied a worried Horace. 
Both Horace and the monkey easily outclassed their opponents 
until the semi-final, where they found themselves pitted against 
each other. 
"What?" 
Horace exclaimed in shock. “It can’t be!” The monkey, very 
embarrassed, simply scratched his head with his fingers. 
While they were talking in front of the board, Giur approached 
them. 
“and so the two animals will fight together? 
but weren't animal fights forbidden? 
“he said out loud so as many people as possible could hear it. 
Horace gritted his teeth and said, “I don’t know which of us is 
going to win any time soon, but I promise you, we’re going to 
turn this black carpet red.” 
The monkey looked at Giur with a look full of contempt. 
“but don't make me laugh even more” replied Giur “you are 
beasts! 
Beasts! 
I will teach you to stay in your place!” 
, he concluded and went to sit on a chair that was at the end of 
the carpet. 
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The referee came and said, “Horace, Monkey, are you ready?” 
Horace and the monkey looked at each other with a look that 
was mote that of two friends sharing an experience rather than 
two friends who had to fight. 

They bowed and immediately after, with a somersault they 
jumped five meters back and immediately got into a fighting 
position. 

The first to strike was Horace, but the monkey, who knew all 
his tactics by heart, dodged him by tripping him with his tail. 
The result was that Horace ended up face first on the mat. 
“You were lucky,” he said, getting up, “but now comes the best 
part.” 

He approached the monkey trying to grab its tail, but it jumped 
very quickly giving him a very fast seryuto right in the chest. 
Horace staggered on the carpet while Giur, rising from his 
chair, rejoiced like a madman. 

“Hey chimpanzee you better back off!” 

he shouted at him, inciting the others to chant against him. 

But the monkey, who was a serious person, made a gesture with 
his finger to stop that behavior. 

“Thank you, monkey,” Horace told him, “but now let’s get to 
us.” 

She lunged at him with all her strength, convinced that he 
would outclass her, but the monkey responded with a 
Hizagashira knee to the chest. 

Horace sat down and said “You ate too strong, monkey..I give 


up. 


you're too good." 
Everyone cheered as most of them were rooting for the 
monkey. 
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The monkey, instead of thinking of cheering too, gave Horace a 
hand to help him get up. 

With great difficulty he said in Latin, “you are good too.” 

“Tt doesn't seem like it,” replied Giur, interjecting into the 
discussion. “Are you ready, monkey, to be humiliated?” ‘The 
monkey immediately wanted to give him a paw in the face, but 
the referee arrived immediately and said, “The final will be the 
monkey against Giur. Let the two contenders get into 
position.” 

“You can do it,” Horace told him, shaking his hand tightly. 
“Defeat that bastard.” 

With a back flip, the two finalists took position, looking into 
each other's eyes with hatred and contempt. 

It started with a study phase where both the monkey and Giur 
looked at each other askance, turning around, trying to kick 
each other's legs. 

The first to attack was the monkey who, with a series of 
punches to the face, caused blood to come out of Giur's nose. 
“serves you right, bastard!” 

Horace shouted at him. 

“poor thing” thought Aura. 

The entire audience began to cheer for the monkey while only 
mocking jokes could be heard for Giur. 

Giur wiped the blood from his face and began to furiously 
throw a rapid barrage of punches at her that did not belong to 
religious Karate. 

He was now beside himself since he realized that the monkey 
was superior to him. 

“what the hell is this!?” 

Horace thundered, getting up from his chair and raising his 
arms towards the referee, then foaming at the mouth, he turned 
to him, “Referee, that's not Karate! 

he's expelling it! 
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it's against the rules!” 

However, the referee, that gentleman dressed in black with 
purple stripes, pretended not to hear. 

However, for the monkey, who had fought against gorillas and 
poachers in Guyana, Giur's incorrect behavior was like a 
mosquito bite and, grabbing Giur's arm, he broke it with a very 
fast movement. 

“good monkey!” 

Horace urged her, “That idiot is a puppet compared to you!” 
Giur, seeing himself in a tight spot, thought of a stratagem that 
only an evil person like him could think of: he made a gesture 
with his hand as if to say “I give up” “I need help... come 
closer”’. 

Both the referee and the monkey approached naively. 
Unfortunately it was fatal for her. 

Leaping like a lion on her neck, with a swift movement of his 
hands Giur broke it, causing her to fall lifeless to the ground. 
He looked at her carcass and spat on it while kicking her in the 
head very hard. 

Horace immediately leapt from his seat like a fury, but the 
priests, the clergymen and some people in the audience, who 
numbered about fifty in all, had to work very hard to stop him. 
Giur ran away with a thousand laughs and somersaults without 
the slightest remorse for his crime. 


18 


Horace was forcibly taken into a locked room and tied to a 
chair. 

“What are you doing!” 

he was screaming out of rage “stop that murderer, not me!” 
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he screamed, kicking and spitting with all the frustration he had 
in his body. 

“It's for your own good,” Father Kostas replied. “For my own 
good?” 

asked poor Horace with haunted eyes. “If you want my good 
and have a little respect for the monkey, go and arrest that 
madman! 

arrest him." 

“Of course we will arrest him,” replied Father Kostas, who in 
the meantime had remained alone with him in the room. 

“the monkey...my friend...monkey” he said crying as his 
mental strength was abandoning him. 

“Now rest,” Father Kostas told him, putting a pill in his mouth. 
He awoke several hours later, awakened by Father Glaupor 
who had opened the door. 

“Swear! 

Swear!” 

Glaupor shook him “I have some bad news to give you” “What 
kind?” 

said Horace, waking up immediately. 

“that damned guy ran away a few hours ago” Horace was about 
to have a heart attack. 

"How did he do it?" 

he asked him full of dismay “we discovered that he had tied 
several sheets and thanks to them he lowered himself down 
from the dormitory window”. 

“what a son of a...” 

Horace replied, “I have decided that I will flee too.” 

“Are you crazy?” 

Glaupor blurted out, “Do you know what they would do to us 
if they caught us?” 

“they caught us? 

Do you want to escape tooP” 
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“Of course I want it...I’m tired of this place...?m scared. 
but I think we could do it." 

“Do you know of any escape routes?” 

“T think I heard of an underground passage built to hide from 
Turkish raids. 

if I remember correctly it leads all the way out of Levidt’. 
“Very well,” replied Horace, “but first I must go back to my 
room and get the violin.” 

“Hurry up,” Glaupor replied, “I will wait for you in the central 
hall, that's where the door to the passage is.” 

“T'll do it in a heartbeat,” he replied. “And I'd like to say hello 
to the monkey, too? 

Where did they take her...?” 

“it’s in that room...” “I understand.” 

He returned to the dormitory, walking softly like a cat, then 
taking his violin, he went to visit his friend whom he would 
never see again. 

He was lying on a table, his eyes closed and a kind of very sad 
smile on his face. 

“my friend,” she said to him, trying to hold back her tears, “I 
will never be able to forget you,” and having said this, she 
hugged his now lifeless body. 

On the threshold of the door, she looked at him for the last 
time and said, “Goodbye. 


you will remain in my heart forever." 

The stairs seemed longer and more impervious that night, the 
shadows of the trees that were projected along his path seemed 
like long bony hands that were ready to crush him and lock him 
in that seminary forever. 

His heart leapt into his throat when he saw some sentry priests 
wandering around near the central entrance hall. 
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Leaning out from a balcony, he could see that Glaupor had also 
hidden himself. 

“I have to wait for them to leave” he thought, but a few 
seconds later the situation worsened. 

One of the sentries entered the room where they had locked 
him up, but seeing that he was not there, he immediately rang a 
bell. 

“there is no other way out” he said, quickly going down the 
stairs and arriving in the hall “Glaupor, quickly... the passage!” 


The two began to run, but immediately the sound of several 
sandals hitting the marble could be heard. 

“where is this passage?” 

he told her in a very low voice. 

“it’s right next door. 

behind that bookcase!” 

“oh no...it's so big...it will take forever to move it...we're 
dead!”’...“‘have faith!” 

Glaupor told him as he approached that huge shelf. 

As if he had done it many times before, he removed and then 
replaced a book which immediately made the bookcase move 
to one side as if it were sliding on rails. 

The move revealed a very small door with wooden frames, very 
similar to those found in mines. 

"woh!" 

exclaimed Horace. 

“We have no time to waste, let's move, ot the bookcase will 
immediately return to its original position” Glaupor replied. 
Indeed, a few seconds later the large shelf returned to its 
original position. 

A few seconds later the sound of the sandals stopping right in 
front of the shelf was heard. 
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“Quick, let’s move,” whispered Glaupor, “or else it won’t take 
them long to find the book.” 

The two then began to move in the darkness of that narrow 
passage, where the air, which was very thin, almost stunned the 
thoughts of the two fugitives. 

Perhaps it was this air, the fact is that Horace thought of the 
night when he abandoned his friend Lucretius forever, and 
sadness immediately pervaded him. 

With great fear in his heart, he hugged the violin to his chest, 
which had a calming effect. 

Suddenly, in the distance, we began to see the moonlight 
illuminating a small staircase in the distance. 

“it's done!” 

Glaupor exulted, “Now let's go up the ladder.” 

It was a difficult task, since the ladder, having been abandoned 
for centuries, was suffering the cruel ravages of time, which had 
rusted it and caused some of its rungs to fall. 

Finally outside, the two fugitives could finally see the seminary 
from which they had escaped. 

The windows like so many evil eyes and the enormous door 
like an open mouth, seemed to compose the face of a monster 
foaming with rage at their escape. 

“what do we do now?” 

asked Horace “we will proceed looking for the source of the 
Pontinos” replied Glaupor “of what?” 

asked Horace “of the Pontinos River...it will take us to 
Lerna...a city that in ancient times was famous for its waters 
and from there we will take a ship and split up” “ 
replied Horace “then let's get going...but first...” 

He tore his cassock and was left wearing only a T-shirt and 


ah okay” 


shotts. 
“T will do the same,” Glaupor replied, proceeding. 
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Both thought that this spring was nearby, they had to discover 
with much suffering and difficulty that it was very far away 
from them, five days and four nights' march. 

“here it is!”’ 

said Glaupor a week later in which he had slept and stolen from 
several farms. 

This spring was located on a high hill, well hidden by many 
trees and very tall weeds. 

The point where the Pontinos River flowed was a set of rocks 
from where one could read an inscription engraved in the 
stone. 

“what does it say? 

Can you read it?” 

“Of course” replied Glaupor “let's see.... 

says” 

“WHOEVER DRINKS FROM THIS FOUNTAIN WILL 
NEVER FEAR ANYTHING.” 

“What nonsense,” replied Horace, “he who isn’t afraid is a 
fool!” 

“perhaps it was an inscription placed on a temple that was 
reused...in the meantime I drink...” Horace also drank and like 
Glaupor, he too noticed that nothing had changed in him. 

“T told you it was stupid! 

now on the move!” 

They walked along the course of the Pontinos River for many 
days and nights, until they reached the city of Lerna. 

It was not a very large city, as there was only a central square, a 
church and the port. 

As they had agreed in their very long conversations, they both 
decided by mutual consent to embark on a ship that was willing 
to take them as cabin boys. 

Arriving at the port, Horace saw something that made him 
immediately change his mind. 
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A rough, sinewy man, armed with a long whip, repeatedly 
whipped small black slaves who were carrying goods to his 
ship. 

“move, you idiots!” 

he shouted at them, cracking the whip on their backs, “move 
you inferior beings!” 

The images flashing through Horace's eyes made him furious 
and in an instant he thought back to Giur's insults. 

With a flying kick, he broke all the incisors and two premolars 
of the bad guy, who fell into the water. 

"mutiny!" 

shouted some of those who were carrying the goods, “let's 
mutiny and take command”. 

Horace looked around in confusion as the slaves surrounded 
him. 

One of them saw that Horace had gold teeth in his mouth and 
began calling him “Captain Goldtheet! 

Free us all! 

Defeat the pirates on the ship!” 

Horace, who we will henceforth call Goldtheet, having nothing 
else to do, seeing that two pirates were coming towards him 
armed with scimitars, also sent them flying into the water with 
two religious Karate chops. 

Without even thinking he got on the ship. 

“Oh mercy,” said Glaupor, putting a hand over his face as the 
new captain defeated and threw the entire crew overboard with 
a religious karate chop. 

After five minutes of fighting, the entire ship was captured. 
“There will be more of them,” thought Goldtheet as he 
watched the slaves dancing toward him. 

He leaned out of the ship and said to Glaupor, “Do you know 
how to steer a ship?” 
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“Of course I do,” he replied, “so what are you waiting for to 
come up?” 

We set sail just as dozens of men were firing from the port. 
When they were in the open sea the entire crew breathed a sigh 
of relief. 

“Captain,” Glaupor said, smiling at him, “and now where are 
we going?” 

“and what do I know!? 

What do you think about Socotra? 

“IT have some acquaintances there,” Goldtheet replied, 
rummaging through a cabinet and finding a telescope. 

We wandered aimlessly for days, until we saw a ship on the 
horizon. 

Through the telescope Goldtheet noticed that she was flying 
the English flag. 

“Thank goodness,” replied Goldtheet, “they are my 
countrymen, I may ask them how things are going in my 
beloved England. 

As he approached, however, he had forgotten to change the 
ship's flag, which was that of certain Indonesian pirates at that 
time hostile to England. 

This mistake was almost fatal: the English immediately began to 
fire cannon fire at the ship, which fortunately was not hit. 
“Let’s run away! 

Let's turn the tide!” 

Goldtheet shouted as the entire crew rushed to follow his 
orders. 

The English ship, sensing that it could obtain easy booty, began 
to chase the pirates’ ship. 

“They'll get us,” Glaupor shouted, almost tearing his hair out. 
“Don’t say that.... 

“Think positive,” Goldtheet replied. 

“Of course not,” replied a Glaupor with blood in his eyes. 
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Minutes passed until the English ship had their ship under fire. 
“One hit and it goes down,” whimpered Glaupor. 

Indeed, shortly thereafter, a swift cannonball was heading to 
break the mainmast in two, when Goldtheet, moved by 
superhuman fury, leaped ten meters into the air and with a 
mighty punch sent the cannonball flying back to its sender. 
The ball even increased in speed and broke the English 
mainmast in two. 

The English ship immediately raised the white flag and reversed 
course. 

You could also see some lifeboats loading men. 

Goldtheet watched with his tongue hanging out at the spectacle 
he had put on. 

“how did I do it?” 

he thought to himself, “It all happened so fast I didn’t even 
think about it. 

Seeing that Glaupor and the entire crew were looking at him in 
bewilderment, he tried to change the subject to calm things 
down. 

“Very good,” he said, “and now it will be time to create a new 
flag.” 

He retired to his cabin and did not emerge until eight o'clock 
the next morning. 

He showed the entire crew what he had created, a black flag 
with the face of a badly drawn monkey with an eye patch as the 
Jolly Roger. 

Most of them didn't like the drawing very much and wanted to 
tell him to change it, but being very scared of what he had done 
just now, they could only tell him "how beautifull" 

What an artist! 

Let’s raise it right away.” 
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From then on, a series of adventures at sea began, until five 
years later, in the port of Paphos, on the island of Cyprus, a 
letter was delivered to Goldtheet. 

Having retired to his cabin, the captain began to read those 
short sentences in his mind. 

“Hello, my friend, how are you? 

I hear you're making a name for yourself on the seas. 

I can imagine your hatred towards us but we urgently ask you 
to come to Socotra, in a grove east of Wadi Dhaeru there is a 
house, we urgently need you... PS: we will answer your 
questions Monica. 

Goldtheet closed his eyes and thought back to Klopostoki and 
Monica and all they had done for him, rereading the letter he 
noticed that the date was two yeats earlier. 

“Damn, I got it very late,” he said very bitterly. “Will they still 
need me?” 

Climbing up to the bridge, he looked at Glaupor and said “‘et's 
set sail, my friend, we're going to Socotra!” 


19 


Goldtheet arrived in the waters of the Socotra archipelago on a 
cold December morning, welcomed by freezing gusts which, at 
times, prevented the ship from proceeding easily. 

“Horace, what are we doing?” 

asked Glaupor Goldtheet with the telescope he scanned the 
three islands that came before the largest Socotra, and putting a 
hand on his chin, in a very slow voice since he had a bit of a 
cold, he said “I will go alone to Socotra... it would be better if 
we landed in a place where there is no human presence because 
from what I have read this island has some kind of guardians 
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called knights or something of the sort... finding a well hidden 
place will be a must’. 

They landed on a beach on the island of Abd-al Kuri, a rocky 
island with a semi-desert shape, unpopulated except for the 
small town of Kilma. 

However, as soon as they got off the beach, some fishermen 
who had been fishing there since dawn approached the pirates 
who were disembarking. 

Speaking in their native language, Sogotri, which none of the 
Goldtheet pirates could speak, these men wearing turbans and 
long robes yellowed by time approached, trying to sell the 
pirates the fish products they had just purchased. 

“buy everything!” 

Goldtheet shouted to the crew, “Don't do anything stupid, 
keep quiet until I get back.” 

He went up to the cabin, changed into clothes that a merchant 
would theoretically have worn, and went up to the bow and 
with great force, even getting help, lowered a lifeboat into the 
sea. 

His subordinates went to bring him food and ammunition, 
while Glaupor told him “be careful Horace”. 

“Of course I will be,” he replied. Just as the boat was about to 
set sail, an old man who could barely walk with a stick arrived 
near it, carrying a little bird in a cage in his right hand. 
Goldtheet did not know it, but it was an Abd-al Kuri's Sparrow, 
a bird that lives only on that island, of which there are about a 
thousand specimens today. 

“what's up old man?” 

Goldtheet asked him, “Do you want to sell me a bird?” 

Try with my friends.” 

But this man, after having uttered something incomprehensible 
in Sogotri spoken in a haunted voice, opened the cage and let 
the little bird fly out. 
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Both Goldtheet and the old man followed the flight of the bird 
with their eyes: it first flew in a straight line and then made 
exactly three turns in the sky. 

“music!” 

the old man shouted, putting a hand over his face and slowly 
retracing his steps. 

“hey, old man!” 

he shouted at him Goldtheet” what does that word mean? 
old!? 

Come back here old man!” 

But the old man did not return, leaving him in total doubt. 
“What strange people” he thought as he was near a port in 
Socotra “I wonder what it meant” 

He came upon a beach that was used by a nearby town as a 
boathouse. 

Having finally touched land, he thought, “ll have to buy a map 
to figure out how to get to this wadi-dheru as quickly as 
possible.” 

As he was climbing some stone steps that would take him into 
the city, a woman of perhaps twenty-five, who was sitting with 
her legs dangling on a higher part of this slope, said to him in 
English, “Where are you going, stranger?” 

Goldtheet turned around quickly and saw that she was wearing 
a kind of long apron that ended in a black skirt that reached to 
her knees, from which one could see very white stockings that 
ended in little black shoes. 

Her very long hair was also black, as were her eyes, while her 
face was a very bright white. 

“What kind of people live in this place?” 

he wondered as he looked at her, but he answered her question 
with another question: “How do you know I'm a foreigner?” 
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“Well,” the little girl replied, “all the new faces speak English.” 
Goldtheet smiled and then said, “Can you tell me where I can 
buy a map?” 

“A map?” 

the little girl replied, “Stranger, I think today is your lucky day!” 
He took a very crumpled piece of paper from his pocket and, 
making a little airplane out of it, threw it to Goldtheet. 

“Take it, stranger!” 

the woman urged him. 

Goldtheet tried to grab it, but it slipped out of his hands, but 
luckily for him the airplane landed on the sand. 

“Thank you,” he said, turning to the woman, but she was no 
longer there. 

“Maybe she was shy,” Goldtheet thought. 

He took the map and began to look at it. 

He was delighted to note that many of the names of cities and 
places were written in Arabic, but also had the English 
translation underneath. 

With a quick observation, he realized that he had arrived in the 
city of Mahferin, a city in the far south of the island. 

“Let's see,” he said, observing her carefully. “I am here,” he 
said, “and the wadi-dhaeru should be to the north... yes it is, I 
have to proceed along this path and in two days I think I will 
get there.” 

Before leaving, however, he decided to buy something to eat 
and drink for the journey, since the supplies his subordinates 
had given him did not satisfy him enough. 

This fishing village was and still is famous for its tasty lobsters, 
Goldtheet decided to buy three and a half lobsters, since he 
gave half of them to a stray dog who approached him asking 
for food. 

He set off with his backpack on his shoulders and a map in 
hand along a path that led out of this village, however after just 
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ten minutes of walking, a sign appearing on his right intrigued 
him. 

Drawn in red paint was a stylized drawing of a cat's face glaring 
at the viewer, and beneath it, written in Arabic, were black 
writings that looked as if the paint had been scraped off. 
Goldtheet approached and noticed that these writings, as well 
as the wood on which they were painted, appeared to have 
been scratched away by ferocious claws. 

“It will be a sign telling me to be careful of dangerous animals,” 
he thought, “but I know religious Karate and these animals 
certainly don’t know it. 

After a hundred meters or so, however, he began to notice that 
the sky was clouding over. 

"damnation!" 

he blurted out “even the rain was missing”. 

He set off, entering a thicket of enormous dracaena trees, trees 
he had never seen before but which intrigued him greatly due 
to their umbrella shape. 

“It’s absurd,” he thought, “I’ve never seen trees like these 
anywhere...”’. 

He began to walk slowly, and the further he advanced the more 
he saw that there were axes leaning on several dracaena trunks. 
Some of these were mostly made of wood and in very rare 
cases either stone or iron. 

“T get it,” he thought with terror, “I’m not alone...that sign was 
meant to warn me of just that... ?’d better go back to the village 
and get advice from someone more capable. 

..I was too stupid to trust this map.” 

He had thought of something smart, but unfortunately he had 
thought of it too late. 

As soon as he retraced his steps, he heard several paws running 
quickly and several convulsive meows that grew louder and 
louder. 
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Throwing himself into a bush, he was able to see with great fear 
who they were. 

To his dismay he saw that enormous bipedal cats, whose gait 
was identical to that of men, with axes tightly gripped in their 
paws, were walking very quickly towards a target that must have 
been beyond Goldtheet's field of vision. 

However, one of them stopped, and after tying the axe behind 
his back, he got down on all fours and began to inspect the 
ground with his little nose. 

“Damn,” thought Goldtheet, “maybe he smelled I was here... 
damn!” 

Goldtheet failed to notice the glint that flashed in the jungle 
cat's eyes, for the cat, pretending to go away, instead took a 
very fast run and leaped into the bush. 

The jungle cat, with incredible speed, repeatedly scratched 
Goldtheet's chest, who came out of the bush and immediately 
got into a fighting position. 

The jungle cat also came out and he too got into a fighting 
stance. 

“this position!” 

thought Goldtheet” but it's the same as that bastard Giur! 

So this is where he lives!?” 

He couldn't think of anything else, as the cat began to claw and 
kick with the same movements and style that Giur adopted. 
However, he was a good fighter, but not as good as Goldtheet: 
with a quick punch to the epigastrium, the cat bent forward and 
at that very moment Goldtheet took advantage of the 
opportunity to give him a powerful blow on the head. 

The result was that the jungle cat fell to his death unconscious. 
Goldtheet pulled out his knife to give him the final blow, but 
his conscience stopped him: “What am I doing?” 

he thought, “Killing him will bring me nothing but trouble! 
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other cats or other animals might smell it and I would be lost 
and lost.” 

He hid the unconscious jungle cat in the bush and continued 
on his march, this time being very careful where he put his feet 
ot what he listened to nearby. 

“let's hope we don't step on any tails” he thought fearfully. 

He walked with this fearful soul, until he came near a village of 
these cats made of huts and small mud houses. 

Looking at it more closely, he noticed that right in the center of 
it there was a tall tower made of many branches stacked on top 
of each other, and on the top of this tower there was an iron 
bell. 

Around this bell were two cats holding hammers in their tails. 
Seeing that night had fallen, Goldtheet looked around 
cautiously until he saw some hollow logs lying on the ground, 
almost buried in vegetation. 

“This log will do the trick for me,” he thought, slipping inside 
one of them. 

During the night he tried to get some sleep but he only 
managed to do so in the final stages, as his sleep was 
continually interrupted both by the fear of being discovered 
and by the constant meowing coming from the village. 
Towards dawn, when he was in the best sleep, the bell was 
rung. 

“the bell!” 

he thought, diving even deeper into the trunk, “do you see that 
cat warned them and now they're hunting me?” 

He began to spy on the village through a hole in the trunk and 
noticed that several groups of jungle cats armed with axes were 
heading in another direction. 

“but where are they going?” 

he thought “do you want to see they found out where 
Wopstoki lives? 
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Better go and see.” 

He began to follow one of these groups, which consisted of 
three or four cats, until it stopped in a clearing where there 
were many others. 

In the center of this clearing, watched by hundreds of jungle 
cats, five cats were striking the slender, thin green trunk of a 
tree that was one meter in diameter and over thirty meters tall, 
and which had a crown of forked branches at the top that were 
completely covered in green leaves. 

The most shocking thing was that this tree, through its roots 
that moved like many small snakes, had the ability to move. 
“but it's mind-blowing!” 

Goldtheet thought in amazement, “What kind of tree is that!?” 
Meanwhile, one of the jungle cats, despite his companions 
begging him by scratching him and meowing at him not to do 
so, managed to climb to the top of the tree. 

With the axe he began to try to chip away at the branches 
located high up, which, judging from the fact that they could 
not be scratched by such powerful blows, must have been very 
resistant. 

“that's what axes were for” he thought. However, the brave 
cat's action did not have a happy ending, because a reddish 
cloud could be seen coming out of the branches which, hitting 
the poor cat, made him fall to the ground on all fours. 

He began to cough and crawl with difficulty and then with 
increasingly slower movements. 

“but what's happening to him?” 

he thought since he had started rooting for the cat “why don’t 
his friends help him?” 


None of the jungle cats approached him, but rather many of 
them locked their tails together. 
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Goldtheet couldn't possibly have known it, but that was a 
gesture these cats made when one of theit companions died. 
As the tall tree moved away towards a clump of trees in the 
distance, the cats stood together to watch the inevitable demise 
of their friend. 

The hind legs, as if following a will of their own, melted into 
the ground and the poor cat began to stiffen and stretch 
vertically. 

Some of the cats, in order not to witness that scene, went away, 
others still lowered their ears and assumed a sad expression, 
tightening their tails even more. 

After about ten seconds, the cat, who had been meowing in 
fear, began to meow even more when he saw that his paws 
were turning to wood. 

As soon as he saw that small branches were coming out of the 
wood, he bowed his head very quickly and reddish saliva began 
to come out of his mouth. 

“He died of fright,” thought Goldtheet. He was truly dead, for 
as his body began to contract and shrink more and more, he 
made no sound. 

It compressed so much that you could hear your ribs and 
vertebrae literally cracking with blood-curdling cracks. 

Then what was once the cat's body had become that of a small 
dracaena. 

Only the head remained, which was slowly expanding like the 
cover of an umbrella. 

By then all the jungle cats were gone. 

Only Goldtheet remained to watch the end of that frightening 
spectacle. 

“he turned him into a plant...I don’t know what to think. 

“It’s horrible,” he thought. 

He approached the newborn dracaena which was no more than 
five feet tall. 
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Naively, she hadn't thought about the fact that no jungle cat 
had approached her. 

As soon as he was thirty centimetres from the dracaena, a 
reddish cloud identical to the one before came out of the 
umbrella and hit him without giving him any escape. 

“T'm dead,” he thought, “I'm dead! 

Now I'm going to become a plant too! 

No! 

Lord, I beg you!” 

.He began to crawl on the ground, coughing heavily. 

His eyes were red and wouldn't stop watering. 

With terror he realized that someone was approaching at great 
speed. 

“Please,” she whimpered, “don’t let it be these cats or that evil 
tteer” 

The one who emerged from the clump of trees and approached 
him was instead a large black wolf with red eyes that produced 
a large amount of smoke from its mouth and the sides of its 
body. 

“T'm really dead,” he thought. 

Instead, the wolf barked with a rather metallic sound and, by 
making several movements with his head and tail, managed to 
make him understand that he wanted to be followed. 

“All right,” said Goldtheet, coughing and crying out in pain, 
“Pl follow you.” 

The path that the wolf had decided to take wound through 
long, steep and slippery climbs, alternating with dangerous 
descents. 

“Without this wolf,” he thought, “I would never have thought 
of taking these roads.” 

After half an hout's walk, having entered a forest after having 
passed a village of foxes that was located just before it, both of 
them arrived near a very high wall, which if it had been 
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climbed, could have led to a large house that was located above 
it. 

the wolf barked in front of one part and this, followed by the 
sound of gears moving, opened to Goldtheet's great 
amazement. 

“what the hell!?” 

he thought In a flash the wolf threw himself into the darkness 
that had opened up before his eyes. 

“hey where are you going?” 

thought Goldtheet, who had noticed in those moments that he 
had stopped coughing and feeling ill. 

“but what?” 

he said entering the darkness "have I not become a plant? 
Maybe the poison only works on animals?” 

With these thoughts he entered the dark cave, being careful 
where he placed his feet and feeling the rock face to be sure he 
was proceeding on a straight path. 

Suddenly, he saw sunlight illuminating a room in the distance 
and, drawing his gun, approached. 

Sitting at a table, Klopstoki was drinking a blue liquid that a 
wooden being had poured into his glass. 

“come in...come in Horace too” said Klopstoki coughing 
slightly. 

Goldtheet approached and was shocked to see how much his 
master had changed in all these years. 

His face was gaunt, emaciated and quite sunken, while one of 
his eyes was blue and the other red. 

He wasn't even a shadow of the man he once was. 

“where is Monica?” 

he asked “and how are you?” 

“Take a chair and listen to me,” he said, “I have a story to tell 
you...but this story belongs to a very distant time...to the time 
of King Solomon.” 
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Goltheet sat down and began to listen. 


20 


“You should know,” Klopstoki began, “that King Solomon was 
very fond of having his portrait painted. 

let's start from this” “ah that's good to know” “he invited 
dozens of painters into his throne room who painted his face 
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every day and painted him in heroic poses” “yes” replied 
Goldtheet not knowing what to say “it so happened that one 
day, a young painter he was very fond of was tormented by 
three evil spirits, one green and the other red, while the third 
was black. 

all three wanted his food and his money” “and what did 
Solomon do?” 

“not seeing him at his palace for many days, he asked the right 
person what had happened to him and when he learned it he 
went himself to the boy's house.” Goldtheet listened in silence 
without uttering a word. 

“he went to his house and found him on his bed surrounded by 
these three demons playing cards at a nearby table.” 

“When the demons saw the king, they laughed at him and spat 
on him, saying, ‘Oh king, you are the king of fools, go back to 
your palace and knit stockings.” 

“King Solomon could no longer see, and with the ring that the 
archangel Gabriel had given him he imprisoned the demons in 
two crayons and an eraser that were placed on an easel.” 
“Wow,” Goldtheet replied, “and then what?” 

"and then!" 

exclaimed Klopostoki with a cough. “The king took the 
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oven, but surprise of surprises, these crayons did not melt.” 
“What nonsense?” “The king then decided to hide them in the 
most remote part of his palace, so that no one could take 
advantage of their evil power.” “Nice story, but what use is it to 
me to know it?” 

asked Goldtheet “I'm not finished yet” replied Klopstoki 
drinking the blue liquid not realizing that the wooden being was 
mixing it with a red one. 

“it happened that Solomon's two sons found the crayons and 
discovered their evil powers. 

They were so cruel that they tried to kill Solomon. 

they did not succeed because he erased their memories with the 
eraset...but the use of the eraser and the crayons almost drove 
them mad and led them away from the path of the Lord” “so 
he killed them?” 

“no...he forgave them, but he confiscated their crayons and, 
together with the eraser, he handed them over to the Queen of 
Sheba who had gone to visit him at that time...he told her to 
take them with her and throw them into Erta Ale, a chain of 
volcanoes in Ethiopia’. 

“and did he do it?” 

Klopstoki made a gesture with his hand as if to say “wait a 
minute.” 

“The Queen of Sheba accepted the mission and set out again 
for Sheba, but on the way she stopped here in Socotra.” 

“that’s why you were talking about the treasure!” 

Goldtheet banged his fist on his hand. “The treasure would be 
the crayons and the eraser?” 

“The queen stopped at the city of Qualansiyah and built a 
village there as a base to stock up on supplies for her departure, 
but the island's inhabitants immediately came to her for help 
against a dragon that was tyrannizing the island and had its 
home on the Dixam plateau.” 
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“and what did you do, Captain?” 

“Despite her circle advising her to leave, she decided to use 

crayons and an eraser and, with the help of the Lord, she 

managed to kill the dragon who, dying, gave birth to the 

dracaenas with his evil blood...however, the queen made a 

mistake”. 

“and which one?” 

“he didn’t immediately destroy his heart...that’s the first thing 

you do when you kill a dragon...that’s where his spirit is...” 
“so his spirit is 

still alive? 

Is this what you mean?” 

“no, the dragon's spirit wandered throughout the island until it 

was welcomed among the jiin, or evil spirits of the island. 

The ancient inhabitants of the island believed that the blood of 

the evil dragon was drunk from the roots of the 

Lepidodendron and gave him back his life” “ 

Goldtheet exclaimed in terror. “Are you talking about a thirty- 


wait captain!” 


meter-tall tree that turns people into plants with little clouds of 
dust?” 

“That's right,” Klopstoki replied. “From my studies I 
discovered that this plant is not found anywhere in the world 
today, so it must have been living in Dixam for hundreds of 
thousands of years and somehow it lost its temper some time 
ago.” “Did some sorcerer make it nervous?” 

asked an incredulous Goldtheet. “I haven't the slightest idea. 
Coming back to us, how does the story continue?” 

“ whatever. The 
plant poisoned my pirates too” “what?” 

exclaimed Goldtheet, rising from his chair. “And how did you 
not become a plant too?” 

“thanks to this antidote which comes from a water source in a 
cave that was blessed by St. Thomas. 
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however they preferred to take another path once they knew 
the antidote” “wow” Goldtheet replied thoughtfully “and what 
happened to Monica and the panda?” 

“well the panda is still with me.” 

Klopstoki snapped his fingers and in an instant the panda ran 
to him with bamboo leaves in his mouth. 

“Now,” Goldtheet commanded, “you must tell me everything.” 
“Okay,” he said, “we needed the panda to eat the poisonous 
herbs that grew on the hills of Qualansya. No animal on the 
island was capable of eating them or even coming close, since 
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they ran away as soon as they saw them. 
herbs?” 
“because underneath them there are stones and on these stones 


Why eat poisonous 


there are switches that open the doors of the temple of 
Qualansya, a temple where it is said the Queen of Sheba left her 
treasure, namely crayons and eraser.” 

“As soon as we got close to the hill, however, we noticed that 
the vegetation near the hill and in the surrounding areas had 
been cut down by hundreds of workers who had brought with 
them a lot of building materials”. 

“We wanted to enter the temple but as soon as we were about 
to do so, the lepidodendron appeared in the workers' camp and 
transformed them all into dracaenas. In a few minutes the 
vegetation that had died returned to how it was before the 
destruction. 


I remember that at the top of this tree there was a woman with 
a black apron, who screamed with joy like a madwoman every 
time someone became a dracaena.” 

“wait. 

“wait,” Goldtheet said, taking a deep breath, “I think I met 
het.” 
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that... 

he gave me a map with the wrong route. 

I think she's the one who awakened the lepidus.... 

this tree” “It could be....” 

he said smiling strangely with strange tics in his eyes “but you're 
lucky you found my wolf otherwise the jungle cats would have 
chopped you into cubes”. 

“Praise be to heaven,” replied Goldtheet, stroking the strings of 
his violin, then asked, “How does this story end?” 

“we entered the temple of Qualansya, and there, carefully kept 
in a display case that was positioned on a sort of cube, were the 
crayons and the eraser of the legend, while on the various sides 
of this cube were written various texts in a strange fox dialect 
that Monica fortunately knew how to read” “and what did this 
text say?” 

He gestured to the wooden being who gave him a piece of 
paper with some writing on it and he began to read it. 

“TI, Kerilo, great fox sorcerer, used these tools to defeat the 
ferocious white serpent in the time of the grape-colored moon. 
He attacked the men of timidity in their homes. 

there will not even be a memory of him left. 

However, I have sadly come to understand that these devices 
are absolute evil...no one should taste evil. 


for this reason I have cast a spell on them so that only my 
descendants can use them and no one else, only they will have 
the privilege.” 

Goldtheet remained silent as Klopstoki folded the paper. 

“so what are these crayons and the eraser for?” 

he asked him “their use makes the lepidodendron become 
stronger and stronger because it enhances the evil blood of the 
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dragon that is in it...if it ate the two crayons it would be the 
end”. 

“so what should be done?” 

“kill the sorcerer's descendants,” Klopstoki replied, putting a 
hand to his face. 

Goldtheet saw a tear roll down Klopstok's face. 

“Wait... Wait...Monica...you...” Goldtheet shouted, getting up 
from his chair. 

“T had no choice,” Klopstoki replied, but in an instant his eyes 
flashed and the red and green turned bloodshot. 

“But how beautiful it was!” 

he exclaimed with a horrible hysterical laugh. 

Klopstoki's face underwent a tremendous transformation and 
his features became very similar to those of the cruel ogres we 
read about in fairy tales. 

Goldtheet walked with small steps towards the exit and yet he 
could not take his eyes off him for the terrible fear of those 
moments. 

“Don’t kill any fox,” Klopstoki smiled at him in a voice that 
had become very thin, “but you won’t because [ll kill you 
first.” 

He was about to jump on him but stopped instantly and almost 
fell dead. 

“Run Horace!” 

he screamed, writhing on the floor, clutching his head tightly in 
his hands. “The antidote does not make you immune. 

in the long run it makes you evil...it's a road of no return...the 
cat gave a crayon...find Monica's children and kill....” 

he said in his normal voice, but just a few moments later "no, 
but what do you have to do! 

You're lucky I can't control it properly yet otherwise you'd be 
dead from the start!” 

“Holy Christ!” 
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exclaimed a very frightened Goldtheet “Thanks for everything 
captain, I will kill them I promise!” 

-He took the panda in his arms and ran with him out of the 
structure, running without stopping despite having almost no 
breath left in his body while the wooden being danced joyfully 
at the sight of Klopstoki's terrible mutation. 

“So Monica had children?” 

he thought “T have to kill her children...I think she wouldn't 
have been happy...but that's life...now my question is “where do 
I find them?”’. He climbed a small hill that allowed him to see 
the whole Dixam plateau, but as he scanned the horizon, an 
arrow whistled quickly a few steps away from him and stuck in 
the ground. 

“there it is!”’ 

men and women dressed in white shouted, “Courage, let's take 
him!” 

he heard shouting from that large group. 

“And who are these now?” 

he thought, “as he ran down the hill he was slowed down by 
the panda he had on his shoulders. 

The road he had decided to take was full of obstacles and 
strewn with brambles, he ran blindly not knowing where he was 
running. 

As he ran, he felt dozens of arrows vibrating at his sides and 
unfortunately one of them hit his right deltoid. 

The blow was very painful, yet with much suffering since the 
blood had begun to flow quickly, it did not slow down his 
running in the slightest. 

Hunted on all sides, he was forced to head for a promontory 
and ran to the extreme point. 

He looked down and saw the sea foaming violently against the 
rocks, he turned back and saw the pursuers, who, swords and 
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bows in hand, were proceeding quickly, now aware of having 
captured their prey. 

“T have no choice,” he thought as he was about to take a 
running start, but a hateful voice, a voice he knew very well, 
said to him, “where are you going, chimpanzee?” 

He turned slowly and there smiling at him was Giut's slap- 
worthy face, looking at him with an air of superiority. 
Goldtheet immediately noticed that his eyes were the same 
color as Klopstoki's. 

Giur noticed and immediately put on his dark glasses. “He's 
cursed too,” he thought. “You're lucky I have a panda on my 
shoulders and an arrow in my deltoid, otherwise I would have 
broken you in two along with all your thug friends,” he told 
him sternly. 

“ARE WE FOOLS?” 

he shouted at him full of contempt. 

“we are the knights of Socotra, the protectors of peace on the 
island and you are just a criminal, a pirate of the worst kind, if 
you hand yourself over to us I promise I will give you a few 
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more seconds of life” “what do you want? 

don't you want the panda? 

Look, this guy eats from morning to night like you...you'll be 
great friends." 

“ah my dear Horace, witty as always” he replied “no, I don't 
want the panda, as I just told you what I want is for you to 
hand yourself over to justice” “ 
island?” 


Giur smiled and said, ““A woman in a black apron told me, she 


who told you I came to this 


said she saw a dangerous pirate walking around armed.” 
“Lies,” Goldtheet blurted out. “I met that sly girl and she even 
gave me a map with the wrong route.” 

“Anyway...” Giur said looking at the sword “you have three 
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seconds...” “three seconds for what?” 
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Goldtheet asked “three seconds to not find yourself with this 
sword in your chest... 
One....” 

Goldtheet took a few steps back but only stepped on the 
ledge preceding the abyss, “two....” 
“T have no other choice, I have to...” 
He jumped, but when he jumped the third second had just 
struck. 
"Three!" 
As he was flying, the sword struck him with terrifying speed, 
piercing his right side. 
When it sank to the surface of the water it was covered in 
blood. 
“Let’s go,” Giur said with a laugh, watching the sea turn red, 
“the sharks will eat it!”’ 
“Magla” thought Giur “this mess has been done away 
with...you'll be happy with me”. 
Underwater, Goldtheet and the panda seemed lost, when two 
fins grabbed them and brought them to the surface far away 
from that area. 
With his eyes unwilling to open due to his little remaining 
energy, Goldtheet could see the blurry image of the dugong 
swimming with determination and commitment. 
“Thank you my good friend,” he said, “many thanks.” 


21 


Goldtheet woke up not very happily in his bed due to a ray of 
sunlight that had crept through some cracks in the ceiling of 
the cave. 

He turned around and saw that there was more bread and 
cheese on the table. 
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“How lucky I am,” he thought, “I have entered a cave of good 
people.” 

He sat down at the table, but before biting into his breakfast, he 
said out loud, hoping to be heard, “I thank you, whoever you 
are in this cave...you are very kind people.” 

He consumed everything in less than two minutes, then after 
resting for about ten minutes after that meal, he got up and 
began to inspect the landing where he was. 

He began to observe the wall, until by touching it he realized 
that there were protrusions followed by recesses. 

“it's a door!” 

he exclaimed. 

He tried to open it but after a few seconds he came to the 
conclusion that it could only be opened from the inside. 

“Td better explore more carefully...?’m really curious to know 
who lives in this cave.” 

He dived into the pool and swam, shouting in a loud voice, 
“Come out, you men of the cave! 

I am a good person! 

I won't eat you!” 

, but no one responded to his proposal. 

He began to explore left and right but found nothing at all, 
except some very fast shadows. 

The only way he could see them was out of the corner of his 
eye: quick, sinister, they gave him the impression that they were 
watching his every move but as soon as he noticed them they 
fled away. 

So that day passed in a frantic search until, tired and defeated, 
he returned to his bed on the ledge. 

To his great joy there was another meal. 

“Thank you,” he said, approaching the table, but not before 
thinking that “it’s too dark!” 

A man who eats in the dark runs the risk of biting his hand.” 
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He went out of the cave and took a large branch from an old 
dracaena, went back inside and with two stones he managed to 
create a small fire with a spark that gave life to a torch. 

If only he hadn't done so: as soon as he put the piece of bread 
in his mouth, out of the corner of his eye he saw a large mass in 
a corner in the darkness. 

He turned around in fear and to his horror saw a huge brown 
ball of fur covering his face with his hands, but all he could see 
were two gigantic black eyes without eyelids, so large that his 
hairy purple hands couldn't cover them. 

The being, as soon as he realized he had been discovered, ran 
away and so did Goldtheet, who threw himself under the table, 
pistol in hand. 

“Holy Christ!” 

he exclaimed “who are you!? 

Do you want bread and cheese!? 

If you want I'll give it to you!” 

But this other proposal was followed by another silence. 

He went to sleep shaking like a leaf and with his gun tightly 
gripped. 

“They don’t want to eat me? 

They keep me fattened up like a calf and then at the right time. 
wow!” 

“T'll leave tomorrow at dawn...to hell with foxes and crayons 
and erasers...it's just a waste of time...Glaupor was right”. 

He tried to sleep with one eye open and one eye closed, but 
Morpheus was stronger and made him fall asleep. 

When he woke up the next morning, he noticed that the torch 
was no longer there. 

“They stole it,” he thought as he ate his breakfast. “But in 
return, they gave me another hearty meal, so I think it’s a fair 
trade.” 
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He began exploring the cave, until he saw wet footprints on the 
rocky floor. 

“and who left these and where will they take them?” 

I think. 

He began to follow them, and walked into an area of the cave 
that he had always ignored. 

Walking and walking, he found himself in a grassy clearing 
outside a cave where, in the distance, before a large clump of 
dracaenas, he could see dozens of those beings who, with the 
extinguished torch, were trying to burn the rope that held 
suspended in the air a wooden cage where one of their kind 
was being held prisoner. 

The tree to whose branch the rope of this cage was tied was a 
huge mangrove, but it had many dead branches. 

It would have been mote intelligent for these beings to climb 
up the trunk and bite off the rope, but their squat bodies and 
their thin, clumsy little legs did not even allow them to make 
jumps that lifted them more than two centimetres off the 
ground. 

These hairy beings were busy as best they could in a vain 
attempt to burn the rope, while others were hidden in the 
bushes and were attentively inspecting the surrounding territory 
with their large eyes. 

“They are sentinels,” he thought. “Aren’t they the beings who 
were protected by the sorcerer Kerilo?” 

Goldtheet remembered well, these were the so-called "shy 
men", ancient hominids who had lived in the caves of the 
island since very remote times. 

Having lived in caves for thousands of years, they had a terrible 
fear of contact with other sentient beings and when by pure 
chance a traveler ventured into their caves, they had tachycardia 
for about fifteen hours a day and slept barely a few hours. 
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Suddenly, two of the sentries made very rapid sounds 
comparable to the noise of water when it is boiling together 
with the noise of fire when it crackles in the fireplace, but I 
fear, however, that the reader will have difficulty in 
understanding me with this description. 

As if that were not enough, this was just one of the very strange 
sounds they made, which would be too difficult and useless to 
report on paper. 

The group of shy men retraced their steps, while from the thick 
of the bush in the distance, several paws could be heard 
approaching. 

“there they are!” 

Goldtheet whispered as he looked at the two jungle cats who 
had approached the cage. 

Contrary to what Goldtheet thought, they did not open the 
cage, but simply walked around it and sniffed the surrounding 
ground. 

One of them smelled the human presence, touched his fellow 
man on the shoulder with his tail and slowly moved his head to 
let him know where Goldtheet was hiding. 

The two began to advance slowly with a stealthy step, then with 
a quick sprint they reached the large rock where the pirate was 
hiding. 

They only recetved two heavy blows to the head because the 
pirate had noticed that they had noticed, and with catlike 
cunning had slipped out of his position. 

The cats meowed slowly and faintly, then, once they had woken 
up, they ran away with their paws raised. 

“It was a walk in the park,” thought the pirate as he watched 
the two cats run away, but in an instant he realized that 
something was missing behind his back. 

“THE VIOLIN!” 

he screamed out of his mind with shock. 
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With fire in his eyes he leapt up the tree and quickly cut the 
rope that suspended the cage, which fell to the ground with a 
great thud. 

He approached and opened it without even looking at the 
prisoner who had returned to freedom and was hiding his face 
in his hands, emitting incomprehensible sounds of what most 
likely must have been joy. 

He ran along the path where he had seen the ears of the jungle 
cats disappear, but not even a meow from them could be heard. 
He began to wander all day along paths and ravines, now 
climbing steep walls, now descending steep and dangerous 
slopes. 

At the mere thought of never seeing his violin again he would 
punch the air and make grimaces that could soften even the 
hardest heart. 

When night fell, from the top of a hill he saw that in a village in 
the distance there was a large illuminated house. 

“a house in the middle of the wilderness?” 

he thought as he began to approach, descending the hill. 

He crept into the village and, taking advantage of an area not 
patrolled by the jungle cats on guard, slowly approached the 
house. 

As he walked he saw some poor foxes struggling to carry stones 
to a warehouse under the hard and impassive gaze of jungle 
cats. 

“Someone is holding them prisoners,” he observed, “animals 
do not know the color of cruelty.” 

He arrived under a lit window and realized he had hit the mark. 
From it you could hear someone strumming horribly on the 
violin strings! 

"how disgusting!" 

he blurted out, “As soon as I catch this guy...”. 
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He tried to scale the wall, but in vain, as the entire walls of the 
building were surrounded by hundreds of bells that would 
surely ring as he passed. 

He decided to enter through a side door which had been left 
open. 

He entered quickly, and once he crossed it, his heart almost 
jumped out of his chest when he saw that a few steps away 
from him was a large lion in a cage. 

“Holy shit,” he exclaimed, immediately covering his mouth, 
“how did a lion end up on this island?” 


The lion looked miserable as if he had sadly accepted his fate, 
and his tired, sad and emaciated face only supported this 
theory. 

He was so sad that he didn't even give Goldtheet a glance. 
“Poor thing,” Goldtheet whispered as he walked on, “don’t 
worty, Pll make whoever put you in here pay for it. 

He climbed several flights of stairs following that horrible 
music, until he arrived in front of a huge wooden door. 

He peeked into the keyhole with his right eye and saw what was 
happening. 

A Pomeranian, clutching a red crayon in his teeth, with a violin 
in his left paw and a bow in his right, played horribly, while 
jungle cats danced to the rhythm of those horrible notes. 
Seeing the crayon in Patrick's paw, Goldtheet's eyes lit up. 
“T've been looking for it for a long time and luck has been on 
my side this time,” he observed, “those cats can only be under 
the control of the crayon... there's no doubt about it... so it 
means that all the cats I've met are under the yoke of this 
Pomeranian... how can I kill him? 

If I came in the cats would surely kill me, unless...”. 

He returned to the lion and approached the cage. 
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He saw that the lock needed a key and tried to force it, but in 
vain. 

The lion, to his great fright, approached him, but instead of 
trying to tear his hands off with his paw, he pointed out a pile 
of straw in one cornet. 

He searched very quickly and finally found a bunch of keys. 

He put the one that matched into the lock and thought, “Don’t 
let him eat me!” 
Don't let him eat me!” 


The lion, once the cage was opened, bowed his head as if to 
thank him and quickly headed for the stairs just as Goldheet 
had hoped. 

He was so quick that Goldtheet didn't even get close to the 
door, but he guessed that he must have done a good job, 
because the horrible screeching of the violin could no longer be 
heard. 

Once inside, he saw only the cats that had jumped onto the 
chandelier and the Pomeranian locked in a corner by the lion. 
The fox moved the crayon with a quick movement, but the lion 
was even quicker and with a quick bite ate his paw with the 
crayon all over. 

The cats that were on the chandelier moved their heads as if 
they had woken from a long sleep, and with very quick leaps 
they jumped out of the window. 

The spell was over. 

Patrizio, missing his left upper paw and dripping blood to the 
point of being terribly white, pressed a button that was in a 
groove in the wall and before the lion could bite him properly, 
he fell into a trap door. 

The hon glanced at the trapdoor and then walked out of the 
room with an indifferent air, not even noticing Goldtheet who 
was paralyzed in front of the door. 
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The pirate entered the room and retrieved his violin, sadly 
noting that the evil fox had carved his initials into it. 
“Immodest and evil to the last” he thought looking at that 
mistreated artifact. 

He looked out the window and saw that the jungle cats, now 
freed from the spell of the crayon, had begun to attack the 
foxes in their dens. 

“Damn,” he thought, “maybe I should have found another 
way... but that’s nature after all.” 

He sat down on a well-crafted wooden chair and tried to take 
stock of the situation. 

“Monica’s son must have brothers or sisters at this point..” 

he thought, putting a hand over his mouth as if to think, “but I 
still believe that the crayon will be safe in the lion's stomach...I 
still have one crayon left and the eraser...who knows where they 
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These events occurred the night before Den and Lady Ramona 
were freed. 

The next day Den was almost in the vicinity of Dagub Cave, 
however the path was not free of obstacles. 

An infinity of rocks and brambles required him to repeatedly 
use the crayon which now created a shovel, now an axe. 

He used it so many times that after an hour, near the cave, he 
found himself exhausted and with his tongue hanging out. 
“How tired” he thought, “I hope this terrible effort is over”, 
but he was wrong. 
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In front of the cave there was a huge rock that made it 
impossible to see the entrance and sitting next to it was a 
thoughtful Don Francisco. 

“but that's the kind gentleman” thought Den seeing him, 
however a distressing thought immediately flashed through his 
mind “where is my friend?” 

He reached the friar who hugged him tightly and stroked his 
head, but he was so worried about Lady Ramona that he 
gesticulated so precisely that Don Francisco understood 
instantly. 

Observing that long series of gestures, Den understood that 
Lady Ramona had gone back to the village of the foxes, arguing 
even against the friar's will. 

Den's thought was to return to the village immediately, but as 
he was about to turn back the friar stopped him by one leg. 
With a gesture he made him understand: “First we will get 
water from the cave and then we will go back’. 

Sadly Den had to accept. 

He turned to the huge rock and began to think about it. 
Reasoning, he came to the conclusion that this rock could not 
have been placed there by chance, but someone or something 
huge must have placed it right there as if it were blocking 
someone's path. 

The thought of a gigantic being made him tremble. 

“I can only create a giant hammer” he thought despite the 
hypoglycemia of those moments that was blurring his vision 
and making him sweat. 

He was about to do so, but Don Francisco stopped him, 
gesturing something like “no! 

stop don't do it! 

You don't have the strength 


1? 
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Den saw the friar gesticulating and instantly stopped, and 
luckily for him the hammer-shaped cloud that was materializing 
instantly vanished. 

He lay down on the ground with the friar who fed him two rice 
cakes. 

“have you used that crayon multiple times?” 

he gestured at him. 

Den nodded, moving his head back and forth. 

“You must not use it,” she gestured, “it is evil...some diabolical 
sorcerer must have invented it.” However, she could not quite 
understand this last gesture, since she did not know the word, 
but she nevertheless nodded again, pretending to have 
understood. 

Suddenly, something huge was heard approaching in the 
distance. 

The two went to hide in some nearby bushes, almost deafened 
by the heavy noise of this being that was getting closer and 
closer. 

Filled with horror they saw a huge white snake with one green 
eye and one red eye crawling down the wall of the cave. 

He hit the rock, knocking off a large chunk, but despite this he 
didn't make any noises of pain. 

“What a shame,” he hissed in a language Den and the friar 
didn’t understand, “they should be here by now....” 

He slowly crept to the right of where the two were hiding, 
much to their sigh of relief. 

The two, even though the snake had moved away quite a bit, 
waited about ten minutes to be safe, then, once they were sure 
that the danger had disappeared, they went out. 

Don Francisco, seeing that a part of the rock had broken away 
due to the passage of the snake, noted that this had created an 
opening. 
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He thought that the latter could be used as an entrance, so with 
a wave of his hand, he made Den understand that he should 
follow him. 

Although he was sturdy and plump, the friar managed to climb 
the huge rock without any difficulty, and in the blink of an eye 
he entered the cave together with the fox. 

The cave would have been almost completely dark, had it not 
been for the rays of sunlight that penetrated through the cracks 
in the rock, which modestly illuminated the path but at least 
without the risk of tripping. 

Proceeding slowly along those difficult and dark paths, the two 
saw a long stream of very light blue water flowing rapidly 
deeper into the cave. 

However, the origin of this stream was not visible, but Don 
Francisco believed that it must necessarily arise from some 
underground soutce. 

They proceeded tentatively, aided by the sun's rays that 
suddenly appeared, until they heard a loud noise of bubbles 
popping. 

“Are those bubbles?” 

Don Francisco asked himself. He was very curious to find out 
what this noise was, but he was also anxious to discover who 
the man was who was waiting for him in the cave. 

His fur would suddenly stand on end when he thought out of 
the corner of his eye that large furballs were watching him from 
the darkness. 

“It's just my imagination...I'm excited” he said to himself trying 
to reassure himself. 

They finally reached the point where this cave ended, which 
was a natural pool carved into the rock, where thousands of 
these little blue bubbles appeared and burst. 

However, the two had to immediately hold their noses, as the 
stench that this pool gave off was unbearable. 
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On the bank where the two had arrived, there was a small table 
with some jugs and bottles, while on the right bank there was a 
sign. 

“Does anyone know about this pool?” Don Francisco said as 
he grabbed two bottles and began filling them with water while 
Den headed toward the sign. 

In an incomprehensible language made up of drawings of 
animals and very poorly drawn geometric figures, the sign 
managed to make people understand that this was a dangerous 
place, since ninety percent of the animals drawn were dead. 
Don Francisco also approached and looked at the sign and 
became worried, but not so much as to have to put the bottles 
down. 

“this is evil water” he thought “but then it wasn’t true that it 
was blessed by Saint Thomas?” 

He motioned for Den to follow him and leave immediately, 
when a loud, powerful voice, speaking first in Portuguese and 
then in Vulpine, said, “Where are you going?” 

I have something to tell you.” These words further 
strengthened Don Francisco's desire to run away, and as a 
result he increased his pace along with Den, who was scared to 
death and had instantly forgotten his desire to meet the 
mysterious man. 

They tried to leave, but a mysterious shadow with one green 
eye and one red eye appeared on a rock a few steps away from 
them. 

“What is it, Den?” the voice asked him, speaking in perfect 
Foxish, “Don’t you want to know who your benefactor is who 
allowed you to save your life?” 

Very hesitantly, Den replied, “Thank you very much, but I 
would like to know who you ate. 

come out into the open.” 

“with great pleasure,” the voice replied. 
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Within seconds, a terrifying being emerged from the darkness: 
its face was milky white and dotted with shoots on all sides, 
while its hair had become a long mane of thorny creepers. 

The body was squat, arched and made entirely of wood, while 
the arms were entirely tree branches. 

In front of that hideous monster, one certainly could not utter a 
word. 

“H-how did you talk to me when they were in the vill-village?” 
Den asked him, astonished, while Don Francisco took the 
crucifix in his hand. 

“You're as curious as she is....” 

he told him with a hideous smile “I managed to obtain 
immunity to the spores of the lepidodendron my dear, however 
my body in addition to changing has also assumed the powers 
that belonged to the dragon and one of these is speaking in the 
mind”. 

“Who would this she and then lepidodendron be? 

dragon? 

She asked him with her tail tense with nervousness. 

But what is this monster talking about? 

“T’m scared,” he thought, trembling. 

“You just thought you were scared, right?” 

that monster who was once Klopstoki smiled at him. 

“What an idiot I am” he thought “don't worry, the fear will 
suddenly pass” and in an instant the monster tried to swallow 
him together with the friar, but spears thrown from the bottom 
of the cave stopped it. 

“the men of shyness!” 

he shouted full of anger "I know you wete very tasty... too bad 
I don't have flames like the dragon". 
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Prom the darkness hundreds of furballs rushed towards the 
monster armed with spears and clubs, however despite being 
more numerous they were defeated in a few seconds. 

“And now to us my dear,” the monster said to him, 
approaching and reopening his monstrous mouth, however he 
stopped instantly and froze, bringing his gnarled hands to his 
temples. 

“Run Den....escape the island....they are using you because 
only you....be it the tree....be it the pirate....be it those 
horrible witches...find your... bro....” 

He could not understand what “bro” meant as Don Francisco 
clung to the monster's trunk. 

“Forgive me my friend...” he said to him, “find the girl and 
save yourself’ and after looking at him for the last time he 
threw himself with the monster into the boiling pool. 

Both the monster and Don Francisco instantly melted away, 
while the moment after they disappeared, a huge white cross 
made of white bubbles appeared on the surface of the water, 
which disappeared within a few seconds. 

Den wanted to throw himself into the pool to save his friend, 
but the men of shyness stopped him from making that gesture 
which would have cost him his life. 

“Why did you do itr” 

he asked them, crying, but they simply spoke to him in their 
incomprehensible language and bowed several times. 

Den couldn't understand that they were pointing out 
pictograms to him where there was a Pomeranian who was 
curing men of shyness using two crayons, one green and one 
blue. 

After thanking them with bows he went away, leaving them in 
total confusion. 

Shortly after, someone else entered the cave and that someone 
was Giur. 
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“T’ve run out of supplies,” he thought, “and the other knights 
have almost exhausted their supplies too, so it’s a good thing I 
gave Sadiq so little antidote.” 

He walked towards the pool, but his heart almost jumped into 
his throat when he noticed that the water was no longer the 
color it had before and no longer made the bubbles it was used 
to. 

"Damnation!" 

he shouted in anger “No! 

No! 

I don't want to become a plant! 

But maybe those witches can give me a hand. 

In the meantime I have to get hold of the antidote from 
Othersi. 

At night, while his subordinates were sleeping, he approached 
their bottles and poured their antidote into other bottles he had 
hidden, while in the subordinates’ bottles he put simple water. 
Giovanna, hidden in her sleeping bag, observed his 
machinations and thanked Heaven that she had not drunk the 
red liquid that time. 

The next day, when it was time to set out, almost all the knights 
complained of physical pain. 

Giovanna, very scared, pretended to be sick and drank little sips 
from her bottle. 

“Drink, my subordinates,” Giur urged them, but the more they 
drank the water, the sicker they became until the irreparable 
happened. 

One who was in the center began to vomit and bend over more 
and more, until his legs fused with the ground and his trunk 
began to compress. 

"T knew it!" 

said one pointing his finger angrily at Giur “your Faris Giur 
water has condemned us...” but he couldn't finish the sentence 
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because the finger he had pointed began to stiffen and become 
wooden until his chest began to compress more and more. 
Following the others, the entire troop of knights began to 
transform until they were all transformed into dracaenas. 

Only Giovanna remained, trembling among the dracaenas. 
“Why don’t you transform? 

I knew you didn’t buy it” but don’t worry ll fix everything 
now”. 

He took off his glasses revealing his two green and red eyes. 
She blinked quickly, and from this blinking came out a reddish 
cloud which immediately hit poor Giovanna who began to have 
eyes of the same color. 

However, someone leapt from the thicket and, grabbing 
Giovanna in the blink of an eye, disappeared with her into the 
thicket. 

“Goldtheet!”’ 

Giur shouted angrily, “Pll find you and you can bet Pll make 
you end up like a monkey.” 

Meanwhile, deep in the woods, Goldtheet spoke to Joan, who 
was suffering from terrible muscle pain. 

“Excuse me, miss,” he said, “but I have to kiss you so that the 
pain can go away.” 

“Kiss me too,” replied the girl who was living one of her 
dreams live. 

He gave her a fleeting kiss that was so passionate that 
Giovanna felt like she was among the angels in the first circle 
of heaven. 

“Goldtheet, why did he kiss me?” 

asked Giovanna as her eyes returned to their normal color. 
“Call me Horace,” Goldtheet said, slightly embarrassed, 
without looking her in the eye. “When I was in Greece, I drank 
from a special spring, and somehow I can’t get infected by the 
tree,” 
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"tree?" 
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asked Giovanna “it's a long story” “tell it to me” “and what do 
you say you won't arrest me while I tell it to your” 

“call me by my first name and from now on I will no longer be 
a knight, not as long as Giur is in charge.” 

“Yes,” replied the pirate, “but Pd better tell you the story on 
the march...the jungle cats have become very dangerous 


again.” 
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As Don Francisco had said, Lady Ramona had decided to go 
back to the fox village, however she soon realized that she had 
taken the wrong road. 

“Where did I gor” 

she screamed on that difficult path where at times she 
stumbled, at times she climbed steep slopes that made her 
hands bleed. 

“only dracaenas!” 

“dracaenae were everywhere and there was no sign of a village. 
.at least I could see Hadibu or a settlement in the distance.” 
The cracking sound of a branch she stepped on only made 
matters wotse. 

On a nearby desert rose, a jungle cat was taking a nap, but his 
eats quickly picked up the sound coming from the creaking 
twig. 

With a quick leap, he immediately leapt behind the girl who fell 
to the ground raising a cloud of dust. 

The cat would have certainly killed her if an arrow hadn't hit 
him full in the chest. 

He staggered for a few seconds and then fell to the ground 
lifeless. 
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Lady Ramona stood up trembling and looking up saw a Socotra 
knight with a sword in his sheath, a bow in his hand and a 
quiver with a few arrows on his left. 

Lady Ramona seemed to recognize him, so she said to him: 
“Thank you...you saved me...have we met before?” 

he concluded by getting up again. 

“Yes, we have already met” replied Sadiq “I am a knight from 
Socottra...we met that time at the port...my captain is Giur...I 
have orders to take you back to him who will take you back to 
Hadibu to your father...after which if he does not want you I 
will marry you and become noble too”. 

As soon as Lady Ramona heard the name Giur she turned pale 
and began to tremble with fear. 

“No, thank you!” 

she replied: “I prefer to remain a spinster and return to Hadibu 
alone...by the way, where are we going?” 

“We go where I decide, my future wife,” Sadiq replied, 
unsheathing his sword, “and now, my sweet and near love, if 
you would be so kind as to follow me...”. 

Lady Ramona could do nothing but bow her head and follow 
him down a slope with him. 

After ten minutes of walking, Sadiq began to feel physical pain. 
Lady Ramona looked at his cries of pain with concern and 
asked him, “Are you okay?” 


“Of course I'm fine!” 

he growled and as he said this he took a bottle with a blue 
liquid from his pocket and put it to his lips to drink it, but he 
couldn't, because he was quite surprised to see Den in the street 
below. 

“T killed two birds with one stone,” he thought. 
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He reached him, waving his arms in wide directions, and Den, 
as soon as he saw him, jumped with joy, wagging his tail like 
crazy. 

She ran to him and hugged him, not noticing that Sadiq had 
quickly slipped his hands into his center pocket. 

Lightning struck Sadiq's hand and he screamed in pain and 
kicked Den forcefully. 

“damn little fox!” 

he shouted at him, “What magic have you done!?” 

Seeing this scene, Den began to cry: Sadiq had not hugged him 
out of friendship but only because he wanted the crayon, all 
dreams of being friends again had thus vanished. 

“Give me that color!” 

he shouted at him, red with rage, but Den wanted to tell him 
that even if he wanted to, he couldn't give it to him. 

Sadiq took his sword out of its sheath and said to him, “If you 
don’t want it, Pll take it by force.” 

Den stood still as Sadiq approached down the sloping rock 
path. 

He was almost reaching it when Lady Ramona gave him a push, 
making him fall a little further down. 

The pain of the fall didn't hurt him, what did hurt him was 
hearing the sound of the antidote glass shattering into a 
thousand pieces. 

Seeing the barren earth soaked in liquid, his vision blurred and 
he began to chase the two, sword in hand. 

However, Sadiq did not know that anger further increased the 
speed of the transformation. 

Ata certain point the pain increased more and more and he had 
to stop, much to the relief of Den and Lady Ramona. 

"No!" 

he sentenced without a voice as his legs began to melt into the 
ground and his chest began to compress. 
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“Damn Giur,” he mumbled as his body turned to wood, “I 
shouldn’t have treated you... badly that time.... 

Den. 

lose...”. 

He couldn't say anything else, but he transformed with one arm 
becoming a branch and reaching right at Den. 

From wood. 

Den thought he saw a drop of water slowly falling to the 
ground. 

Den wanted to cry but couldn't, but as he walked away he 
thought of all the good times they had spent together. 

As they were about to walk away, he and Lady Ramona nearly 
had a heart attack when a very powerful axe was driven into the 
trunk of the newborn dracaena that had been Sadiq a few 
minutes before. 

They turned and saw that about a hundred jungle cats were 
heading towards them. 

“Let’s run away!” 

Lady Ramona shouted in panic. 

They ran blindly until a large black wolf suddenly appeared in 
front of them. 

He made gestures with his face that Lady Ramona didn't 
understand but Den understood was a way of saying "follow 
ine, 

They followed him to a large rock face that belonged to a slope 
of the Haghier mountains. 

Deeply carved into the rock was an enormous iron gate. 

“And now what do we do?” 

asked the girl. 

From the top of the mountain, on a sort of balcony carved into 
the rock, a shadowy figure lowered a wooden lever which 
allowed an opening in the rock to open. 
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The three entered, and when the mysterious figure was sure 
that all three had entered, he raised the lever, closing the door 
again. 

The jungle cats observed this phenomenon and began to meow 
anerily, still throwing their axes at the gate. 

Someone or something was flying in the sky, no one noticed. 
Meanwhile, on the other side of the mountain range, near 
Mount Skand, Giur was struggling with tremendous difficulty. 
The transformation into a dracaena was intensifying more and 
more, and her eyes were greener and redder than ever. 

“T'm finished” he thought “damned witches, where are you? 

, this is where I think we enter their lair, right?” 

A jungle cat he knew very well leapt from a tree. 

“Good, good,” said the jungle cat, “look who we have here.” 
“Adih,” he said in a hollow voice, “please help me, call those 
witches... I mean the sisters.” “Of course Pll call them... 
they'll be very happy to help you.” 

Within minutes, three girls dressed in black aprons approached 
him with a stretcher and carried him onto it. 

After walking a short distance, the three girls approached a 
mountain wall where there was a wooden door and after 
whistling three times it was opened for them. 

Giur found himself completely immersed in darkness, the only 
thing to keep him company was the sound of the girls’ 
footsteps walking very quickly. 

Then suddenly the footsteps stopped and he felt himself being 
stepped off the stretcher and onto the ground. 

Within five seconds, five torches were lit, and he was able to 
discover what eerie place he had ended up in. 

Standing on the sides of a square drawn in white chalk, ten girls 
aged twenty and over, dressed in black aprons, were watching 
him with smiles that were anything but benevolent. 
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Looking more closely he noticed that he was in a kind of 
pentacle also drawn with the same color, but the points of this 
pentacle did not look like the points of a star, but rather like 
octagonal erasers. 

The spot where he was positioned was bathed in a beam of 
light coming from a high window. 

“but where did I end up?” 

he thought “T feel like I'm in a nightmare”. 

After five minutes the girls began whispering among 
themselves until they fell silent when they heard fast footsteps 
getting closer and closer. 

The woman who entered the room was about twenty-seven 
years old, except for the apron which was half green and half 
red. 

Her face was serious and determined, but it was of a very rare 
beauty. 

As soon as she entered, the other girls bowed their heads and 
greeted her with a warm “Good morning, Big Sister Magla”. 
“and so Giur, the famous horseman of Socotta has come back 
to me crawling and begging for help?” 

he asked him chuckling, “What was I telling you, Adih?” 


Out of the darkness appeared the jungle cat and trotted over 
with a big smile on his face. 

“T need your help once again...the dragon's power has helped 
me a lot...but now someone has done something to the source 
of the antidote” Giur said in a thin voice “isn't there another 
source? 

Please help me." 

Adih whispered in Magla's ear "it must have been that pirate or 
one of those foxes..." then turning to Giur he said "of course 
we will help you...get ready". 
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She took a black octagonal eraser from her apron pocket, 
which had a hole in the center, and asked him. 

“ Are you ready, Giur knight of Socotra, to be cured of the 
dracena?”’ “T am,” 
he replied to the strenuous man. “Are you ready to accept the 
cure so that the disease may be eradicated from your body, 
whatever it may be?” 

“T am,” Giur replied, closing his eyes. 

“Very good,” Magla replied with a little smile, while Adih began 
to bite his tail in excitement and the girls giggled among 
themselves. 

He took the rubber and entered a kind of wooden cabin on 
wheels that the sisters had brought. 

As soon as he entered, the sisters pulled a black curtain so that 
no one could see what he was doing inside. 

Within seconds, a black beam shot out and hit Giur. 

Giur felt as if his entire being was bursting into a thousand 
pieces and after a minute of excruciating, sharp pain, the cure 
his sisters had provided materialized, only it wasn't the one he 
had imagined. 

The pain was gone but soon new horrible sensations flashed 
through his mind. 

He immediately felt smaller and saw a multitude of hairs before 
his eyes. 

He pulled them aside and saw that they had become very long, 
just like the witches’. 

Two of them brought him a mirror and he could see with 
horror the clever trick those wicked women had played on him: 
reflected in the mirror was a girl no more than fifteen years 
old!” 

Her face was soft and delicate, and her eyes had turned from 
coal black to sky blue. 
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He was no more than five feet tall and looking at himself he 
thought, “Even a Pomeranian is taller than me!” 
Of the rude and courageous knight no trace remained. 
The other witches began to laugh and snicker, while one of 
them offered him a black apron. 
“Damn!” 
he shouted, drawing his sword from its scabbard, but it had 
become so heavy on his delicate muscles that it could no longer 
even be brandished. 
“But how?” 
Magla asked him, laughing raucously. “Didn’t you say you 
would accept being treated? Oops, sorry, treated... whatever 
the treatment was?” 
“T...1...1 didn't mean that,” Giur replied, trying in vain to make 
his voice deeper, but unfortunately only a clear voice came out. 
“make me go back to how I was before, that's an order!” 
he shouted at her, but Magla burst out laughing along with 
Adih saying “it’s not possible! 
The power of King Solomon’s eraser is irreversible unless you 
find the two crayons.” 
“The red one and the green one right?” 
“exactly...with those we could do a reverse spell” Giur for the 
first time in his life started to cry. 
“Bring the girl a handkerchief!” 
Adih said laughing “I am not a girl!” 
growled the now ex-knight. 
“But how?” 
Magla asked her, making a fake worried face. “Don't you want 
to be our sister? 
, don't you want to be one of us?” 

“No, not at all” replied Giur trying to pull up the 
uniform that was falling off him because it was too large. 
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“Then the door is there,” he said, pointing to it, “sisters, take 
her there.” 

He followed her, red with shame, but before leaving he said, 
“T’ve had second thoughts about the apron... the uniform is 
too big for me and it would be dangerous for me out there... 
and since I’ve been... er, I mean I’ve been weakened, it would 
only slow me down.” 

He put it on along with black shoes and asked for the sword to 
be returned to him. 

But when he picked her up his arms couldn't hold her up and 
he made her fall to the ground amidst general laughter. 

“With those little hands, a sewing needle would be more 
suitable for you,” said Adih, followed by much laughter. 

Giur didn't say anything but quickly ran out, tears and sobs. 
“Why am I crying?...a knight must not cry...”” He looked at his 
hands and clenched the tears into his fists...“T...L will find those 
crayons again and.... 

and I will return the Faris of Hadibu....” 

As she was going down the slope, however, one of her sisters 
ran after her and gave her a powerful push, causing her to hit 
her head in the ruinous descent downwards. 

From above, the sisters and the jungle cat Adih were laughing 
like never before. 

Shortly afterward, while he was bathing his wounds by a 
stream, he found himself caught in a large sack. 

“But where am I!” 

he exclaimed in a shrill voice “I am Hadibu's faris, free me 
immediately!” 

He awoke in a cage late at night and was awakened by the heat 
of a large pot boiling a few feet away and the loud music of 
drums. 

“W-where am I?” 


he wondered looking at those cats dancing wildly "jungle cats? 
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I don't want to end up like this... I'm a knight from Socotra! ” 
he thought looking at them. 

But suddenly the music stopped and all the cats stopped 
dancing. 

Some were rubbing their paws, while others were wagging their 
tails as if in untamed rage, meowing with joy. 

Two of these jungle cats, very tall and very muscular, 
approached the cage and opened it, sending the girl with heavy 
kicks towards the pot. 

Giur screamed in fear” no! 

, | beg you! 

Someone help me! 

I do not want!" 

Her screams were so loud that they were heard by Goldtheet 
and Joan who were hiding a hundred yards away. 

As soon as Joan heard them, she drew her sword and started to 
run, but Goldtheet told her “stop, we can’t do anything, 
whoever she is, leave her alone’’. 

“ah Goldtheet I thought you were braver” she said starting to 
run “what kind of pirate are you? 

And then don't you know that it is the knights’ job to protect 
civilians?” 

"Damnation. 

“T didn’t know that,” Goldthett said, following her. 

Giovanna arrived a few seconds before the new girl was 
immersed in the boiling pot and with her sword she pierced the 
two cats who wanted to immerse her. 

“run away with me, quickly!” 

he shouted at her forcefully. 

The cats, seeing that their prey was slipping from their paws 
and seeing their two fallen companions, became furious and 
began to chase them, but Goldtheet shot one of them and they 
quickly returned with their tails between their legs. 
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Hiding in a small cave located quite high up, the two began to 
ask questions of the new arrival in their group. 

"Who ate your 

What were you doing in the forests of the Dixam Plateau?” 
Giovanna asked her “TI don't know...I don't know who [ am...I 
only remember having to look for two crayons... 

“Gur replied, putting his hands on his head and thinking, 
“these twol? 

From wotse to worse. 

Goldtheet listened carefully, then looked at her apron and said, 
“He’s lying to us! 

She's one of those witches! 

We must take her out immediately!” 

and having said this he took the knife out of his boot. 

But Giovanna stood before him and said. 

“she's just a little girl! 

she may be one of those witches that have been talked about 
for a while, but I repeat, she's just a little girl! 

They must have sent her on a mission and she must have 
gotten lost, losing her memory...when we return to Hadibu I 
will enroll her in a sewing school and this, together with the 
church or the mosque, will be the only place where she will 
have fun’. 

“I see you’ve already adopted her,” said Goldtheet, “but with 
that apron on she’ll only bring trouble on us. Give her a spare 
uniform of yours.” 

“When I go on a mission I always bring with me some old 
uniforms from when I was a novice, I think they fit you 
perfectly, this one I'm giving you was given to me by my... my 
captain” she concluded, shivering. 

Giur donned the uniform without a word and in a few hours he 
went from being the number one of the Socotra knights to the 
lowest of the low. 


206 


SOCOTRA 


"Do you like it? 

“T like it,” replied Giur, who was bursting inside, “but I would 
also like something to defend myself with... how about a bow?” 
Despite Goldtheet's protests, Joan took a spare bow and gave it 
to him, “‘and do you also like the name Flavia? 

she's the saint of the day" "I like this too" replied Giur who in 
the meantime had turned red with shame. 

“By the way,” said Goldhteet, “we have to be careful of Giur, 
he could be hiding anywhere.” “Who is Giur?”’ 

asked Giur “I have never heard of him” “he is a despicable and 
horrible being” replied Giovanna “but you must not be afraid 
of him because when the mission is over I will take you to 
Hadibu with me” “what mission?” 

Giur replied “T have to...we have to find a girl who has been 
kidnapped...it's a difficult mission”. 

“Let's hope for the best and to find her quickly,” replied Giur, 
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After Den and Lady Ramona entered, they found themselves in 
a corridor lit by several wooden torches threaded into circular 
hooks welded to the walls. 

The wolf had plunged into darkness, and the two had no choice 
but to advance, while the jungle cats outside made a deafening 
noise. 

Lady Ramona was afraid to continue but Den, sensing this 
alone, offered her his paw. 

“Thank you very much...you ate so kind,” she said, starting to 
walk forward with him. 
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As the two of them moved forward, Den's nostrils caught a 
scent that he knew very well and was sure had had a lot to do 
with it in the past. 

In the darkness, Lady Ramona thought out loud, forgetting that 
Den couldn't understand what she was saying. 

“Who could this guy be who opened the door for us? 

why did he open it for us? 

What does he want from us?” 

“Don’t worry,” a voice with a strange English accent answered 
her, speaking as if it had learned the language from books. 
After this voice was heard, there was a torch that quickly lit up 
in the darkness revealing a shadow almost as tall as Den. 

Who ate you?" 

Lady Ramona asked him while Den started growling because he 
understood who it was. 

“Don’t you recognize me? Den?” 

the voice told him in Fox dialect “It's been a while since we've 
seen each other...how ate you?” 

“Tm fine, Patrick,’ Den replied in a very harsh voice, “what are 
you doing in this place? 

You don’t seem like the type to build things...you destroy 
them.” 

“Ah! 

I'm very happy to hear that...Klopstoki told me you had 
become smartet...after all, we are...do you want to know what 
we are?” 

Patrizio replied, placing the torch on a kind of liquid which, as 
it moved, also illuminated the others that could not be seen, 
thus illuminating the entire structure as if it were daylight. 

Den could see with his own eyes how the power had reduced 
Patrick: he was bent, wounded and was covered by an 
enormous black cloak that was completely worn out. 
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“T don't want to know what we ate...we're the only ones who 
can use Cfayons...it seems obvious to me, and now get straight 
to the point and tell us what you want...We're not stupid” she 
growled at him nervously, while Lady Ramona painfully 
remembered when Patrick caught her. 

“what do I want? 

I want the green crayon!” 

he told her with a look that revealed all the cruelty of his soul. 
Meanwhile, outside, a jungle cat had with great difficulty 
jumped onto the balcony and started to pull up the lever. 
“Don’t you already have yours?” 

Den shouted at him, waving his paws in the air in nervousness. 
“Don’t tell me you sold him to the Portuguese!?” 

you're just an idiot." 

“No, I didn’t do any of that, a lion ate it.” 

“What is a lion?” 

he told him laughing “it's like a big cat that walks on all fours 
and has lots of hair’? But don't make me laugh” Den laughed, 
while Lady Ramona was getting bored of seeing those two little 
foxes who only made noises for her. 

“Anyway,” sighed Patrick, “it wasn’t just that that he ate,” and 
as he said this he pulled aside the part of his cloak where his 
arm was and showed them the stump that was left, but only 
Den saw it because Lady Ramona immediately covered her 
face. 

“if you want it, it means your power over the jungle cats is over, 
sorry but I can't make you go back to doing harm” “No, you're 
wrong, I don't need it for this purpose” “ 
then?” 

“T have to take out the tree, the lepidodendron” “Wait, I think I 
met him too, Klopstoki....he told me to run away instead of 


and for what purpose 


facing him’. 
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“IT want to face him instead,” replied Patrizio, “please...by 
doing so we will eliminate him and put an end to Magla’s reign 
of terror across the Dixam plateau...I discovered that he has 
currently moved to Wadi Ayhaft....” 

Den thought about it for a bit and then said, “Okay, I don't like 
this Magla, even by her name...but promise me you won't be 
bad again.” 

As soon as he handed it over, they heard the door slam loudly 
and hundreds of ferocious meows coming their way. 

“Quick,” Den told him, “mind control them!” 

“Your problem, friend,” said Patrizio, turning off all the 
torches and disappearing into the darkness. 

"Cursed!" 

Den shouted at him. 

Lady Ramona began to pant and shake like a leaf. 

Den gave her his paw and began to run blindly in the dark with 
her. 

They hid in a crevice lit by dim sunlight, while the meowing 
grew louder and louder. 

“T'm dead,” thought Lady Ramona. “I'm dead.” 

However, those violent meows of joy suddenly calmed down 
and Den could clearly tell that they had become meows of fear. 
Some other animal even more dangerous than the jungle cats 
had entered the facility. 

His powerful footsteps could be heard approaching at a rapid 
pace, while all the cats ran away in total panic. 

Then in the darkness the animal stopped, emitting a single but 
very powerful roar. 

“Simone” exclaimed Lady Ramona joyfully, coming out of the 
darkness of her hiding place and hugging the lion with all the 
warmth she had in her heart. 

“How ate you my friend.... 

How ate your" 
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she told him, caressing him as he cried. 
The lion started licking her face and purring, not knowing how 
to behave in that embarrassing situation for him. 
Noticing that Den had not yet come out of his bed, Lady 
Ramona went to get him, saying, even though he obviously 
didn't understand anything, "Den, this is a lion, a pet lion of 
mine, you'll see, you'll be good friends." 
Den guessed, from the description that Patrizio had given him, 
that this animal was a lion and especially the lion that had eaten 
his arm and the crayon. 
With broad gestures the fox tried to make the girl understand 
that the lion had the crayon inside him, but it was all in vain, 
since Lady Ramona did not understand anything. 
“ Quickly, Simon,” the girl told him once they were outside, 
“it’s time to go home... 

But the lion didn’t seem to be feeling well at all. 
He moved unsteadily and had to stop several times. 
“Simone, what’s wrong?” 
Lady Ramona told him, hugging his enormous neck, “you are 
very strong. 
nothing stops you." 
But the lion had by now become pale and asthenic. 
With his last strength he lay down on a flat stone that was 
immersed alone in a large meadow. 
“Simon!” 
Lady Ramona said to him in tears, “What’s happening to you?” 
, but the lion did nothing else apart from opening and closing 
his eyes. 
Den, who had understood what was about to happen, also 
began to cry. 
“But why do they arrive every day?” 
he thought. 
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Suddenly, small spheres of reddish light began to appear from 
the lion's body and rose higher and higher into the sky. 
“Simon!” 

Lady Ramona yelled at him, who didn't seem to want to accept 
what was happening: "Don't leave me! 

Don’t abandon me!” 


The lion, after looking at her one last time and giving her a big 
smile, closed his eyes and disappeared into many luminous 
spheres. 

"No! 

NO!" 

cried a devastated Lady Ramona at the loss of her beloved pet. 
Den put a paw on her shoulder and motioned for her to start 
walking since the jungle cats might be nearby, but when he 
looked at the stone he saw that in place of the lion there was a 
red crayon. 

He took it in his paws and thought, “If Patrizio had stayed with 
us, he would have it now. Maybe if I can find it, we could 
defeat this tree together.” 

He showed the crayon to Lady Ramona who said to him, “But 
what do I care about this crayon!? 

Go away! 

Go away!” 

he told him, slapping him in the face. 

But Den didn't leave, but instead remained standing there like a 
statue. 

Lady Ramona understood that she had gone too far and 
hugged him in a sea of tears. “Forgive me. 

sorty...it's just that. 

it’s not fair...” 
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Den gave her his paw and began walking with her towards the 
canyon called wadi ayhaft which was clearly visible in the 
distance. 
Meanwhile, in their lair in the Haghier mountains, Magla and 
Adih were talking with some jungle cats. 
Two cats quickly darted forward and knelt before Adih, 
beginning to speak in cat speak. 
After they finished talking and Adih dismissed them, Magla 
asked them what they had told him. 
“Some cats told me that Patrick got the green crayon from Den 
and that he is going to wadi ayahft to remove the tree while 
Den got the red crayon.” 
“wow...Just like you planned” replied Magla stroking her chin 
“and what did you decide to do? 
you don't want the tree to be lost I hope” “Don't worry my 
dear, I've thought of everything... don't worry... nature will 
NVileaa.« 

“T'm very happy to hear that” replied Magla walking 
away into a corridor. 
He opened a door and entered a greenhouse full of plants and 
flowers. 
It was a wonderful garden full of life and bright green. 
However, in a barren square clearing surrounded by a very high 
barbed fence, a smaller species of lepidodendron was running 
around like crazy, crying like crazy. 
“How beautiful you are, my dear,” Magla said to him as she 
approached the fence. “Do you like your little house?” 
But as soon as the lepidodendron heard his voice, it stopped 
dead in its tracks and put its roots into the ground. 
“is this how you greet me?” 
the dark lady replied, laughing. 
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Meanwhile, in the wadi Ayahft, the group formed by Goldtheet, 
Giovanna and Giur was drinking from one of the many natural 
pools that dotted this enormous canyon. 

Giovanna observed in amazement that place where nature and 
history were intertwined in an inseparable pair. 

“How beautiful it is,” said Giovanna, looking at the view. 

“it's already very beautiful.” 

Goldheet replied, looking at her without her noticing. 
Scattered like so many dots in the distance, if you strained your 
eyesight, you could see the huts of many sheep and goat 
breeders who then, as now, had decided to make their homes 
there. 

And one could not blame them at all, since they spent a life 
completely immersed in greenery and pleasures rather than a 
life full of stress and worries in the city. 

The group had decided to take a break under a large desert 
rose, which provided them with the perfect shade. 

After putting a tablecloth, the three began to eat some dates, 
when Giur immediately noticed a python that had slipped 
under the tablecloth. 

With one swift movement of his hand, so swift he didn't even 
think about it, he grabbed him by the head and even swifter 
threw him into a pool in the distance. 

"Mercy!" 

exclaimed Giovanna throwing herself to the ground soaked in 
sweat “if it hadn’t been for you they would have died in one fell 
swoop...but how did you do it?” 

“T have no idea,” replied Giur, who remembered with sadness 
the years of training on the Dixam plateau. “Perhaps I was a 
hunter before? 

I do not know...". 

Goldtheet looked at her with a mixture of fear and uneasiness. 
“but who ts this? 
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These are not girlish reflexes.” 

Meanwhile the three were shaken by a loud noise that was 
getting closer and closer and Giur said: "Let's hide and see what 
IPS" 

A huge tree was moving forward, its roots moving as if they 
were feet, while a huge white snake was digging a big hole with 
its tail. 

After he had made a considerable hole, he hid in it by covering 
himself with earth with his tail. 

It was a surreal scene that the three welcomed in different ways. 
Giovanna wanted to escape, Goldhteet remembered the 
monster that destroyed his ship while Giur was the one who 
was bravest when he saw the snake. 

“That damn thing,” he thought, “I’m going to go over there 
and tear him to pieces.” 

He hid behind the tree and began studying their movements. 
Images came to her mind of when Magla had him poisoned by 
the tree, making him believe that its power would make him 
some kind of demigod. 

Giovanna ran to him and thinking he was scared she hugged 
him saying “everything is fine little one, don’t worry”. 

The word small almost made him furious, but he kept calm. 
Goldtheet watched the scene from above and bit his hands in 
tension. 

Suddenly the walking tree stopped right near the snake. 

“why did he stop?” 

I think. 

Shortly after, a fox wearing a cloak appeared in the wadi, 
moving carefully and cautiously. 

“hey, I know that little fox!” 

Goldtheet exclaimed as Giovanna and Giur were returning to 
him” that is Monica's son! 

But what does that madman want to do!” 
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His breath had become short and his heart would not stop 
beating. 

Patrizio, at the sight of the lepidodendron, had started to 
tremble and his mind was becoming clouded by the many 
thoughts that were coming and going, as always happens in 
situations of great psychophysical stress. 

“There he is,” he thought, “he’s standing still...maybe he’s 
sleeping...it’s time to hit him now or never.” 

He approached slowly, and with the crayon he drew in the air a 
large green axe which remained suspended in the air, levitating. 
He looked at her with his paws shaking with excitement. 
“Now sttike, axe!” 

he exclaimed loudly. 

The axe swung with force, but suddenly a huge snake emerged 
from the ground and blocked it with its powerful jaws, causing 
it to explode in an explosion of green. 

The snake, with the axe stuck in its jaws, looked at him with a 
defiant expression. “Damn!” 

Patrick shouted and started running as both the tree and the 
snake started following him. 

In various parts of the canyon, many farmers and ranchers 
watched those scenes from the rocky heights. 

Most of them ran to hide in their houses, while only a few 
daredevils remained to throw stones and curses at the tree and 
the snake. 

Patrizio ran for about ten meters until someone shot the snake 


in the tail. 
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“Good thing,” thought Patrizio when he saw that the snake had 
slowed down. 

On a hill, Goldtheet watched with pleasure as the shot had 
succeeded. 

“Klopstoki, I'm sorry, but I can't kill Monica's children,” 
Goldtheet said, immediately moving away from where he was 
standing. 

The snake, moved by anger, abandoned its pursuit of the fox 
and headed towards the upper part of the canyon, moving at 
great speed, almost as fast as a leopard when it runs. 

With his superior vision he saw that the shooter had been a 
man hiding in some bushes high up. 

Goldtheet noticed it immediately and trying to keep calm he 
said to the girls "let's run away quickly, or he will eat us alive". 
Only the lepidodendron remained to chase Patrizio, who was 
giving up due to enormous tiredness. 

"What can I doe" 

he shouted to himself as the huge tree kept chasing him and 
throwing spores that were promptly dodged. 

Although it was very difficult to draw anything while he was 
running, he nevertheless drew with crayon a green shovel and 
immediately ordered it to “Dig a hole!” 

The shovel immediately went to work and within seconds the 
lepidodendron fell into the newly dug hole. 

“And now the coup de grace!” 

he said drawing another axe. 

The blade was about to hit him when a rope thrown from the 
nearby bush caught him by the neck. 

The rope pulled him hard, causing him tremendous pain. 
“Wh-what?”’ 

he mumbled as he watched with regret as the axe stopped a 
millimeter from the tree trunk, disappearing instantly because 
of the crayon that had fallen from his hand. 
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He turned around and saw that there were dozens of jungle cats 
in the bush, meowing happily, rubbing their paw pads and 
wagging their tails joyfully. 

“No-please,” he whimpered, trying to gain their pity, but they, 
mindful of his recent slavery, pulled him harder and harder 
toward them, until they made him disappear into the bush. 

The lepidodendron approached the crayon lying on the ground, 
and using a root led it to a crack in the trunk which immediately 
opened up. 

He swallowed it in one bite and in the part of the trunk where 
there were two grooves, in one of them a green spot appeared 
which changed more and more becoming a sort of blue eye. 
The branches sensed something nearby and moving at great 
speed the lepidodendron headed towards it. 

Meanwhile, on the other side of the wadi, the snake continued 
its chase. 

Goldheet had lost his gun while running and was running like 
crazy along with the other two. 

Suddenly an idea came to Fulvia's mind and turning to the 
pirate, she said: "Goldtheet, give me the dagger, and in the 
meantime you keep running." 

Goldtheet's brain was so clouded by panic that he couldn't even 
think and without thinking twice he gave it to her. 

Giur jumped onto a tall mangrove and quickly climbed it to a 
position with his knife in his hand on a very strong branch. 

He waited for the snake to pass by, then leapt on it. 

Jumping on his neck, he began to strike him repeatedly, under 
the incredulous eyes of Goldhteet and Giur, and of several 
inhabitants of the wadi who had come running. 

The fight was short but intense, and the snake collapsed to the 
ground within seconds. 

However, this guy had an ace up his sleeve. 
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As Giur walked away, his tail broke off and transformed into 
another tiny snake, which slithered very slowly and luckily 
disappeared into the undergrowth. 

“But how did you do it?” 

a furious Giovanna asked her “don't ever do that again next 
time!” 

and having said this he gave her a good slap in the face. 

“T have no idea,” Giur replied. “It was all faster than a flash... I 
was definitely someone who lived in the forests before I lost 
my memory.” 

“T could have done better,” Goldhteet told her. “In the 
meantime, let’s go back and find the gun.” 

The Socotrians who had gathered there knelt at Giur's feet and 
said words that were untranslatable in Sogotri, but judging by 
the sweet and joyful tones they used, we can be sure they were 
words of jubilation. 

In fact, that huge snake had been their worst nightmare for 
decades and had killed people and livestock on hundreds of 
occasions. 

They were very happy then to put him on a pyre and burn him. 
As the group retraced their steps, Goldtheet saw from afar that 
the lepidodendron was heading towards Lady Ramona and Den 
who were about to enter the wadi. 

"Damn!" 

Goldtheet exclaimed in terror, “They are the two I sold into 
slavery! 

I have to save them... don't tell me that's another of Monica's 
children!" 

"Lady Ramona" exclaimed Giovanna beaming "if we 
bring her back to Hadibu the mission will be accomplished and 
Lord Sweetplaster will reward us with money! 

Come Flavia, now you will complete your first mission." 


219 


SOCOTRA 


He drew his sword and tan with Giur, making his way down 
those dusty slopes with great difficulty. 

Goldtheet, too, having sadly abandoned the hope of finding the 
pistol, began to run with a very fast pace. 

Den and Lady Ramona had just entered the wadi when they 
heard rocks falling from a hill. 

They looked up and saw a huge tree with a green eye standing 
on the edge of a cliff. 

“But what....” 

Lady Ramona muttered as she saw the tree make a huge leap 
and land placidly on the large ground under its broad crown. 
“Tt's the tree,” thought Den, “I-I have to stop it,” but he 
couldn't do anything because the sight of that tree paralyzed 
him. 

The tree slowly approached and, making long growths come 
out of its mouth, directed them towards the pocket where Den 
kept the red crayon. 

Den was paralyzed and couldn't move, while Lady Ramona had 
turned away and was covering her face with her hands. 

In a few seconds the crayon would have entered the clutches of 
the tree, but a knife thrown with great force and precision did 
not cut off these growths. 

“Run away, what are you doing standing there!?” 

Goldhteet shouted at them. 

“You stay here,” he said, turning to the two, “only I can resist 
the spores.” 

He charged into the tree in a fury as Den and Lady Ramona ran 
away. 

He began to stab him forcefully, but the man was made of an 
ancient and very resistant wood, which was said to be able to 
take the blows and claws of the dinosaurs without bending or 
breaking. 

A cloud of spores shot out from the treetop and hit Goldtheet. 
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“oh no it's lost!” 

Giovanna shouted, while Giur remained impassive. 

However, the cloud did not have the effect the tree had hoped 
for. 

Seeing this, just when Goldtheet realized that he had to cut his 
roots to keep him from moving, the tree stretched out one of 
its branches, whipping him on the head. 

He fainted instantly with blood flowing rapidly. 

The tree, having won the battle, resumed its pursuit of the two, 
who were fleeing near a ravine. 

Even though the tree was dozens of meters away, it quickly 
extended one of its branches and with a whip directed them 
towards the abyss. 

Den fell immediately, followed by the tree that followed him 
into the abyss, while Lady Ramona remained attached to a 
ledge thanks to a branch that had caught on her dress. 

Gti 

Den!” 

he was screaming and crying his eyes out” why!? 

I don’t want to die...Den!” 


The dress was about to tear when a soft hand grabbed it just 
before it fell. 

It was Giur. 

With Giovanna's help they helped her back up, to the great joy 
and relief of all three. 

Lady Ramona hugged Giur and said, “Thank you, from the 
bottom of my heart, thank you.” 

“And to think that I had set out to kill you,” thought Giur. 
Giur pushed her away and said, “I was only doing my duty...uh, 
I meant that every person with intelligence should do 
everything they can to save another...whoever saves a life saves 
the world...don't you agree?” he replied. 
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Giur looked into the ravine, unable to see anything as it was all 
dark as the light could not reach that deep. 

“We have to go deep to save him,” Lady Ramona exclaimed in 
panic. 

“No, we don’t have to do anything at all” Giovanna replied 
“the Pomeranian is gone now...I’m sorry” she replied wiping 
away a tear “the mission is accomplished...we’re going back to 
Hadibu”. 

“What are you saying?” Lady Ramona shouted at her, grabbing 
her by the collar of her uniform, “we have to go downstairs 
atid cea 

“and what?” 

Giovanna asked her, looking at her seriously. “Take the tree? 
Do you want to be transformed into a dracaena too? 

Do you want to become firewood?” 

i F 

I...” stammered Lady Ramona in a flood of tears. 

Meanwhile, at Mount Skand, what remained of the serpent 
went to talk to Adih and Magla. 

“What news do you bring us, oh serpent? 

, I see you will definitely have one” Magla chuckled in his face. 
The snake pretended not to notice and said, “The 
lepidodendron ate the green crayon.” 

As soon as they heard this sentence, the two jumped from their 
chairs and without asking the snake anything else, they quickly 
mobilized. 

“Sisters,” said Magla, “get the cage, quickly!” 

Two of them entered a room and came out with one of them 
holding a large cage by the handle. 

This cage was very large, made of wood and was covered with a 
black cloth. 

Inside, a figure could be seen gripping the bars and occasionally 
going to the back of the cage to drink from a bowl. 
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“Please don’t play any pranks like last time,” Magla told the 
cage dweller, “or we'll turn you into a dracaena.” 

The inhabitant responded with ferocious growls from which 
saliva could be seen falling to the ground. 

“Don’t provoke me,” said the voice from the cage, “or I won’t 
help you this time.” 

“But don’t make me laugh,” he replied. “You'll just do what I 
tell you.” 

Having said this, he ordered Adih to set out towards Wadi 
Ayaft together with his sisters. 

“Soon there will be only nature,” Magla exclaimed as she sat 
down on her black throne, “and the presence of man on 
Socotra will be just a distant memory.” 

With a terrifying laugh that echoed throughout the mountain, 
his dream of a green island was about to come true. 

He remembered when he first met Adih, and how they 
discovered lepidodendron together. 

He remembered how they had found him on the dixam and 
how they had chased him away and then made him share it 
with his little fellow. 

He rejoiced as he remembered how the two trees cried bitterly 
over the fact that they could no longer be together. 

He remembered how with the reddish liquid that was the sap of 
the tree he poisoned first the Portuguese, then Adih, Giur and 
finally the snake. 

His plan to revive the dragon from the dracaena was about to 
take place. 

“With the dragon,” he thought, “Lord Swetplaster’s 
deforestation will be just a memory, and I will not only replant 
the trees that were cut down, but I will turn all people into 
trees. 

it will be just me and nature!” 
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Den fell several meters, but luckily his fall was broken by 
something very soft. 
Someone had placed a straw bed right where it would fall! 
He didn't even have time to turn around and understand who 
had been so careful, because dozens of shy men, hidden in the 
cracks in the rock, had started to hit the newly arrived tree with 
stones. 
As the tree descended, dozens and dozens of verses could be 
heard from these men who, instead of being shy, proved to be 
very brave. 
However, these efforts were not enough: the tree had a 
strength and resistance unmatched by any other tree, and in a 
flash, jumping from wall to wall, it reached Den. 
“T can’t help but face you,” Den told him, pointing the red 
crayon at him. “Take this.” 
In less than a second, he created a large red axe and told her, 
“Cut off its roots.” 
The tree sensed the danger immediately and dodged the blow 
by jumping. 
From the top of the ravine, the group of three girls was reached 
by Goldheet, who, although stunned by the blow, said to them: 
"Look, there are red flashes coming from the ravinel" 
“Den is alive,” Lady Ramona exclaimed joyfully, unable to hold 
back her tears. “Let’s find a way to get down as soon as 
possible.” 
“T found a slope that perhaps leads inside the ravine...let's move 
quickly” replied Goldtheet. Meanwhile in the ravine the battle 
raged with Den who did not want to know about giving up and 


surrendering. 
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“T’m not giving you my crayon...you can forget it,” an 
exhausted Den growled at him. 

Luckily for him, about fifty timid men came to his aid and 
began to strike the trunk and roots of the tree with powerful 
thrusts of their spears. 

“Thank you, friends,” he said almost in a voice, as the crayon 
was consuming all his energy. 

However, their efforts were in vain and dozens of them were 
hurled forcefully against the walls by the tree's powerful lashes. 
“T have no choice but to use my imagination. 


I will create a fire that will burn this damned thing once and for 
all." 

He drew a bright red fire, and was about to throw it at the 
lepidodendron, when a voice emerged from the darkness of the 
ravine. 

“You better turn it off my dear,” said the voice emerging from 
the darkness. 

“Adihr” 

Den exclaimed perplexed as he saw the jungle cat emerge from 
the darkness followed by several girls dressed in black. 

Den's pupils dilated tremendously when he saw one of these 
women holding a knife to Lady Ramona's back. 

Den immediately lowered the crayon and the fire disappeared 
instantly. 

“Very well, my good friend... feed the tree the crayon if you 
don't want your little friend to end up with a nice hole in her 
back.” 

Den, despite the protests of the shy men who had understood 
what was about to happen, could do nothing but throw the 
crayon at the tree which ate it in one bite. 

Within moments, a red eye appeared in the other groove. 
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The tree, as if immersed in a powerful energy, made a gigantic 
leap and in a few seconds jumped out of the ravine. 

He was immediately joined by Adih and the witches who were 
rejoicing with joy. 

"Finally!" 

Adih exclaimed, “Open the cage and let’s prepare for the 
ritual!” 

They were immediately joined by the group, which however 
was full of wounds. 

Goldtheet, though he was staggering like never before, said, 
“Stop! 

What are you crazy people doing!?” 

.The group approached the cat and the sisters, while Lady 
Ramona, on Goldtheet's advice, remained where she was." 
The cage was opened and, to everyone's amazement, a little fox 
in a pink suit came out. 

“Where have I seen her before? She looks like a familiar face,” 
Den exclaimed. 

The little fox walked very timidly, as if she was afraid, and 
slowly turned her head towards Adih. 

Even though the tree towered very tall, he didn't look at it for a 
second. 

“What should I do Adih?” 

she asked him in a trembling voice. 

“You know very well what you have to do, don’t be smatt.” 
The fox took a small black eraser from the central pocket of 
her suit and pointed it at the lepidodendron. 

From the central part of the tire, where there was a circle, a 
black ray started. 

I swear when I saw her I thought, “It’s my time to go back to 
who I was.... 

now or never!” 
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He leapt like a cat and the beam hit him, but things didn't go as 
he wanted. 

The beam instantly stunned her and Adih gave her a vicious 
laceration in the chest that sent her falling back to the ground 
unconscious. 

“It’s my moment” thought the little fox and snapped the 
rubber in two. 

Seeing this scene, the sisters screamed in panic, while Adih, his 
eyes shining with hatred, approached the fox, unsheathing his 
claws. 

He had not taken four steps when Den hit him on the head and 
Goldtheet cut off half his tail. 

Meanwhile the lepidodendron was starting to shake and 
everyone stopped to see what was about to happen. 

The tree spat out first the green crayon, the red crayon, and 
finally a small whitish mass with two purple wings. 

The little dragon didn't even get to flap his wings, because the 
snake jumped out of a bush and ate him in one bite. 

“how tasty!” 

exclaimed the snake, “I thank you very much.” 

As the bewildered onlookers watched, he crawled away, hissing 
with joy. 

“the dragon!” 

the sisters exclaimed, putting their hands over their faces, “all is 
lost.” 

“It’s not possible.... 

“It’s not possible,” Adih exclaimed. “It wasn’t supposed to 
happen this way.” 

The tree began to shake even more and Goldtheet immediately 
noticed something. 

“It's about to release the spores!...let's run!”’ 

Goldhteet picked up Den and the fox, while Giovanna picked 


up the unconscious Giut. 
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The sisters and the cat tried to escape but failed, so powerful 
was the spores that they were instantly transformed into 
dracaenas. 

After this action, the tree seemed to calm down and moved at 
great speed towards a path in the distance. 

“W/e must chase him and destroy him soon,” exclaimed Joanna, 
“or who knows how many people he will transform into 


!?? 


dracaenas 


The group moved off instantly, completely ignoring the shy 
men who were picking up the crayons and two pieces of eraser 
with special gloves. 

The group saw the tree enter a forest below Mount Skand, and 
stopped at the foot of a tree to take stock of the situation. 
“But where is he going!?” 

exclaimed an enraged Goldtheet, angrily throwing his hat to the 
ground. 

The fox, although very shy, began like this: “I know where he's 
going” “Do you speak English?” 

Goldtheet asked him, somewhat astonished. “TI like to study,” 
she replied. “First of all, please listen to my story... my name is 
Punia... I was torn from my mother’s arms while still in 
swaddling clothes by Magla, the great sister who lives on Mount 
Skand.” 

“Never heard of it,” replied Giovanna, who was slapping Giur 
in the face to revive her. 

“Anyway,” he continued, “Magla instructed me to use the 
eraser, this object that you just saw and that luckily I broke in 
two,” but seeing that Den didn’t understand English, he 
translated for him in Vulpine. 

“and why on earth did you have to know how to use an 
eraset?”’ 
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“Because only I can use it... whoever touches it feels like a 
shock.” 

Den's ears perked up. 

““A shock, you say?” 

he asked her “even I and another Pomeranian got electric 
shocks when we touched crayons...how is that possible?” 

“T think we are either very lucky or very unlucky foxes,” she 
replied. “It depends on which way you look at it.” 

Before she could ask him any more questions, Goldtheet asked 
her, “And why did he want you to know how to use the 
eraser?” 

“to summon the dragon who, he said, would launch spores 
instead of flames and would transform all of Socotra into an 
island immersed in nature”. 

“and now why is he going to the mountain?” 

“because Magla kidnapped his friend so that he could move 
from his area to the Dixam plateau from where he never 
moves” replied Funia “from the conversations I heard I seem 
to have understood that these trees die and are reborn every 
five hundred years from seeds that they leave, however if one 
of them is separated from their group these people lose their 
temper and start looking for it far and wide”. 

“Poor thing,” said Lady Ramona, “he’s not bad, it’s men who 
make him that way.” 

“How strange humans are,” thought Den, “so he’s going to get 
his friend back! 

We have to help him!” 

Goldtheet replied “yes! 

And after we have helped him we will take him back to his 
sacred area in the Dixam Plateau” continued Giovanna. 
Meanwhile, in the distance, the group noticed huge flocks of 
birds taking flight and a great din of animals running in all 
directions in the jungle. 
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“Lhe: tree!” 

exclaimed Funia "move..." 

He was about to say something else when Giur opened his 
eyes. 

“She woke up!” 

Giovanna exclaimed, full of joy, “she opened her eyes again”. 
“Who am I?” 

Giur asked, turning around. “Who are your” 


“We are the people who saved you from some ferocious jungle 
cats... don't you remember?” 

“No... I don't remember anything, I'm sorry... what's my 
name and where am I?” 

“Your name is Flavia... we saved you from some jungle 
cats and took you in... have you lost your memory again? 
In any case, we have to thank you because if it hadn’t been for 
yout help, the witches would surely have managed to summon 
a huge dragon.” 
“My name is Flavia? 
“T’m sorry but I don’t remember anything at all,” said the girl, 
putting her hands over her face. 
He had lost his memory again, but this time for real. 
He looked at his uniform and said, “How ugly! 
Don’t you have anything more feminine?” 
She was given the witches' uniform which she put on with great 


joy. 

“It’s time to get going,” said Goldtheet, then turning to Funia 
he asked her, “Do you know of any paths to reach the 
mountain as soon as possible?” 

“Of course,” replied the fox, “follow me, quickly.” 

The group moved along an infinite number of paths and trails 
that sometimes climbed up, sometimes dropped steeply. 
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The least tiring ones were those where there were few rocks 
and were not overhanging with huge differences in height. 
Several times Lady Ramona stumbled and had to be put in the 
lead to prevent her from falling or slipping somewhere. 

Once past the forest, towards sunset, the group reached the 
slopes of Mount Skand, a very high mountain where on its 
summit one could see dozens of eagles flying and something 
that fluttered without anyone noticing. 

“Let's continue straight,” Funia began, “and the road will take 
us to a climb that leads to an opening in the rock. 

that opening is the witches' lair or rather it was their lair since 
they have all turned into plants". 

“So it’s empty?” 

Goldtheeet asked. “I don’t know.” 

Punia replied “I haven’t seen....” 

Suddenly the tranquility of that moment was shattered by a 
tremendous screeching sound and the whole group immediately 
ran towards the point from where they had heard the sound 
coming from. 

In the distance, the lepidodendron was emitting smoke from its 
crown, and as it did so it was jumping left and right like a 
madman. 

“But why does he do this?” 

asked Lady Ramona, biting her fingers. 

“Look up there,” said Giovanna, pointing with her index finger 
to a precise point on the rock face. 

Looking out of a sort of window carved into the rock, a woman 
dressed entirely in black and with very long black hair, 
completely out of her mind, was foaming at the mouth. 

"Who is that!?" 

Goldtheet wondered, “Wait...wait...I think I recognize her... 


1? 


it’s the damned one who gave me the wrong map 
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“That horrible person is Magla,” she replied with her ears 
lowered in fear, “she was the big sister. 

He must have learned from the snake that the plan did not 
work out.” 

In fact, from the window, Magla railed against the tree and 
against the group, since she had learned from the snake of the 
failure of her plan. 

“Damn you! 

Plague upon you!” 

he shouted to you” then turning to someone in the darkness he 
said “go and get the little tree”. 

He obeyed instantly and within seconds the little tree, a 
miniature lepidodendron, was brought into Magla's hands. 

He took out a dagger that he kept in a pocket hidden in his 
apron and, railing against the tree, said to it: “You are lucky, 
tree! 

But now let me vent willingly." 

He began to hit the trunk of the little tree furiously, so hard 
that the red sap came out. 

After laughing hysterically, he went back inside and closed the 
window. 

The tree, seeing this scene, headed at great speed towards the 
entrance of this lair, which was like an enormous citcular hole 
dug into the rock. 

“shall we go in there?” 

asked Lady Ramona. “Of course we're going in,” Goldtheet 
replied. “Let's move, quickly!” 

At the entrance, dozens of torches were positioned on the sides 
and this long line continued for hundreds of meters. 

“All these torches... who lit them?” 

thought Lady Ramona. 
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Inside this corridor that the group was walking through, it was 
very cold, so much so that the girls and the fox had begun to 
shiver. 

Goldtheet gave his shirt to Giovanna and a cloak of his that he 
kept in the bag to Lady Ramona, while Den and Funia did not 
tremble at all since they had overalls and furs to protect them. 
After about ten minutes they arrived in a room where there was 
a black throne and at its feet there was a pentagram drawn in 
chalk. 

“This is where the spells were cast,” Funia said. “She would 
enter a wooden rectangle placed vertically with the entrance 
hidden by a curtain. She would make the others believe that it 
was her who was casting them when in fact it was me.” 
Goldtheet drew his dagger and said, “Come out, you ugly 
witch.” 

Suddenly the enormous din of the approaching lepidodendron 
was heard. 

“Let's hide,” said Goldhteet, who hid with the group behind 
the black throne. 

The tree broke through a door and entered a sort of green area. 
“The greenhouse!” 

Punia exclaimed, “That's where he was holding the little tree 
prisoner.” 

But Goldtheet would hear no more and, dagger in hand, 
entered the greenhouse followed by all the others. 


20 


They all entered, some more than others, with a lot of 
fear but despite this, courage prevailed over the will to run 
away, as it should always be. 
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They found themselves in a large greenhouse, which was full of 
very tall plants, which reached a height where the eye could not 
reach. 

Soon a major obstacle arose. 

“But these plants are very tall! 

>» 

exclaimed Goldtheet, “I have never seen such large ones even 
in the island of Malacca.” 

He pulled out his knife and began to swing from left to right, 
clearing as much of the path as he could. 

Giovanna did the same and began to clear the road by cutting 
as much as she could. 

They had not gone more than a hundred meters from the 
entrance when they heard a great noise coming from it. 

“But what happened?” 

asked a very frightened Lady Ramona. 

They returned and saw that a huge boulder was blocking the 
entrance. 

"Damnation!" 

Goldheet said, putting his hands over his face, “I'm lucky I 
don't have my gun anymore, otherwise I'd be shooting left and 
right now.” 

Giovanna turned to Funia and asked her, “Is there another way 
out” 

Please don’t tell me we’re stuck in here.” 

“Of course there is,” Funia replied, “it's just that I haven't been 
here for a long time and so I don't remember well, but I think 
it's at the bottom of everything.” 

“Fantastic,” exclaimed Lady Ramona, clapping her hands 
together. “Now we are prisoners in a greenhouse with a tree 
that will grab us and turn us into plants. 

wonderful I would say”’. 
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No one listened to her because the anxiety in those moments 
could be cut with a knife. 

The group started moving again, when they began to hear the 
sound of gears moving. 

After cutting down some bushes, the group discovered that this 
man was a mannequin made entirely of wood, as big as an 
average-sized man. 

This man was busy moving very long wires, which went up so 
high that it was impossible to understand where they ended. 
“But isn’t this the being who gave me the crayon so long ago?” 
thought Den “what is he doing here?” 

Goldtheet also seemed to recognize him, as he had seen him 
when he last met Klopstoki. 

The mannequin, realizing that the group was watching him, 
immediately abandoned his occupation and, running like a 
madman, disappeared among the hedges and tall plants. 

“Let's chase him quickly!” 

Goldtheet shouted, “Let's not let him get away!” 

They entered a thick forest and there fear took hold of them as 
darkness immediately covered them. 

"T am afraid!" 

Lady Ramona and Flavia shouted while Giovanna, also very 
netvous, ttied to reassure her. 

Flavia was so scared that she said to Goldtheet “please protect 
me!” 

“You don’t have to be afraid, life takes courage,” he replied 
even though inside he was trembling with fear. 

They had just emerged from the bush when they saw that the 
lepidodendron was tied with hundreds of threads hanging from 
above. 

“That's what that dummy was doing,” thought Goldtheet. 
“He's the witch's prisoner!” 


235 


SOCOTRA 


shouted Giovanna “but it will surely be a trap to get us out into 
the open. 

He hadn't even finished saying this when Flavia came out with 
a dagger in her hand and immediately cut the wites. 

“Look, look,” replied the voice of Magla who had just jumped 
from a tree. 

“leave this tree alone!” 

Flavia shouted at her. 

“T am pleased to see that you have taken a stand and I am very 
pleased with that.” 

"position!? 

But what are you talking about? 

Do we know each other by any chance?” 

"I don't dislike it. 

I mistook you for one of my sisters. 

you have a dress very similar to theirs”. 

With this sentence, Magla killed forever what remained of Giur, 
even more so if he had stabbed him in the heart, since by 
pretending not to know him he had effectively erased him from 
the face of the earth. 

“However,” continued Maela, “you fell into my trap.” 

She snapped her fingers and within seconds the mannequin 
brought her the sapling. 

Sap was still flowing from its trunk and it began to drink it, to 
the dismay of the group who looked at it in disgust, while the 
lepidodendron screeched helplessly among the wires. 

“T thought it would be wotse...but it's very tasty,” said Magla, 
addressing the mannequin. 

“T don’t need him anymore, take him out,” he ordered. 

The mannequin accepted the order and disappeared into the tall 
grass. 

“And now it's your turn,” Magla said as her body began to 
shake visibly. 
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Lady Ramona covered her eyes with her hands, while Flavia 
returned to Goldtheet and Giovanna who had already drawn 
their daggers and swords. 

“Ah, you won’t need those,” Magla said, looking at their 
weapons. 

His face began to turn wooden while his arms immediately 
became branches. 

“The dragon is no more,” he exclaimed, “that means that after 
I have finished with you I will unleash myself on Socotra and 
do what he was supposed to do.” 

Before the astonished eyes of those present, he completed his 
transformation, becoming a living tree in every way. 

“Do you like my transformation?” 

he asked him laughingly “soon you too will enter the plant 
kingdom’. 

“Let's split up quickly,” exclaimed Goldtheet, who in the 
confusion dropped his dagger to the ground. 

It was a moment of enormous chaos as Giovanna and Den 
found themselves running one way and Funia, Lady Ramona 
and Goldhteet another. 

“Run away! 

Run away,” Magla exclaimed, “the greenhouse is small and it 
won't take me long to make you my family...after all, plants are 
a big family.” 

“And now what do we do?” 

Lady Ramona shouted, threatening to trip at any second. 

“T have no idea,” Goldtheet shouted at her. “I even lost my 
dagger! 

Damnation!" 

They came to a point where they saw that the mannequin was 
about to cut down the poor little tree on a stone with a large 
scimitar. 
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Goldtheet didn't think twice and with a flying kick he split the 
wooden being's head. 

“Run now,” Goldtheet said to the little tree. 

We don't know if the little tree knew English, but it understood 
instantly and ran away into the trees. 

Goldtheet picked up the scimitar on the ground and said “I 
could slice that crazy girl to pieces with this” “Hey, what’s 
that?” 

asked Funia, looking at something glittering on the ground 
among the pieces of wood. 

“Gs ita key!?”’ 

exclaimed Lady Ramona “what will it open?” 

“Nothing at all if we don’t move,” Goldtheet replied nervously. 
“Now let’s find the other two.” 

Meanwhile, at the entrance, hundreds of jungle cats were 
starting to chip away at the rock. 

There were so many of them that it didn't take them long to 
break through and enter en masse. 

“The cats!” 

Giovanna exclaimed as she listened to those hundreds of 
ferocious meows, “quickly, little fox, let's move”. 

But Den didn't understand Soqotri and instead of following 
Giovanna he took the wrong path. 

As he ran, he tripped over a root and when he got up he saw 
that there before him was her, the now hideous Magla. 

“But how beautiful!” 

he exclaimed, sticking out a brown, root-like tongue from his 
mouth, “Tl eat the fox that had the green crayon first.” 

Den didn't understand a word he was saying and took a few 
steps backwards, only to bump his back into something. 

He turned around and saw that there were dozens of jungle cats 
staring at him. 

“T’m finished,” he thought, putting his paws on his head. 
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However, they took very light brown masks that they had tied 
behind their backs and put them on their faces, jumping on the 
Magla tree with their axes and hatchets. 

They began to attack the monstrous tree with all their strength, 
causing it to gush out a lot of red sap. 

“You should be under my controll” 

he shouted at him, foaming with rage, “I'm here. 

Adih has been defeated and so you are free from my yoke.... 
It will mean that you will all become plants." 

He released very strong spores, but they had no effect. 

“How is this possible!?” 

Magla thundered, “You should be dragonflies now!” 

The mote she threw spores, the more cats increased in number, 
surrounding her and making her more and more nervous. 
Looking at their masks he understood. 

“You have become intelligent... 

very well it will mean that I will have to use my ace up my 
sleeve”’. 

He snapped some branches and somewhere in the greenhouse 
a large violet began to sway and move slowly. 

Magla began to whirl among them, wounding hundreds and 
killing dozens. 

“Tf you don't leave I'll massacre you.” Watching Den run away 
out of the corner of her eye, she started chasing him, shouting 
at him, “Where do you think you're going, you idiot! 

I have to eat you!” 

In the meantime Giovanna had noticed that Den was not with 
her. 

“Damn, the Pomeranian, I lost the Pomeranian.” 

He ran back on his steps and on his way he heard a great noise 
of footsteps and meowing. 

“the cats? 

They will surely eat us...Lord help me”. 
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He hid behind a rock and just at that moment dozens of cats 
passed by with axes and hatchets tightly gripped in their paws. 
Suddenly he heard someone whispering. 

“Giovanna, come this way quickly!” 

He came closer and saw that behind some plants were 
Goldtheet and all the others. 

“Guys,” said Giovanna, “I was running with the Pomeranian 
but I lost him in the meantime. I saw that there are hundreds of 
these cats... but what’s happening?” 

“We know as much as you do,” Goldtheet replied, wiping his 
face with the sleeve of his shirt, “but we have noticed that cats 
have masks that protect them from the spores.” 

“Please let’s save Den,” Lady Ramona whined. “Of course we’ll 
save him,” the pirate replied, “but first we have to find him.” 
On the other side of the greenhouse, Den ran through tall 
plants and grasses without knowing where to go, while Magla 
chased him, completely ignoring the hundreds of cats chasing 
het, 

Unfortunately Den entered a dead end that was blocked by 
some very large boulders. 

I'm finished,” he thought, biting his paw nails as Magla got 
closer and closer. 

“now you....” 

but Magla couldn't say anything else as a green, red and black 
beam shot at her and slammed her into the ground. 

“WHO DARE!” 

cried the fearsome Magla “Who dares!?” 

Immediately, a corridor opened up among the huge mass of 
cats that had arrived, and from this corridor Patrizio came out. 
He was clutching the two crayons between the fingers of his 
left paw, and the black eraser in the fingers of his right paw. 
"Youle" 
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Magla exclaimed as she was trying to get up. “You got your 
crayons and eraser back. 

it will mean that today I will put an end to the sorceret's 
lineage" "Try it, you crazy girl" she replied, intensifying the 
beam. 

Magla tried to resist, but she couldn't do anything. 

At this rate I will surely succumb,” thought the witch. “Hurry 
up and get out of the flower!” 

The flower, perhaps sensing Magla's need, bloomed in an 
instant, releasing someone who sped towards Magla. 
Meanwhile the group was proceeding blindly, sometimes 
hiding, sometimes slowly moving forward. 

At one point a jungle cat passed by Flavia and Lady Ramona 
who hugged each other while whimpering. 

“Don’t eat us! 

“We beg you” they shouted in unison. 

Goldtheet and Giovanna had already unsheathed their blades, 
but they immediately realized that the cats completely ignored 
them and instead proceeded quickly as if they had tasks. 

“It's very strange,” said Giovanna, “They should have torn us 
to pieces right away.” “Maybe...maybe,” added Funia timidly, 
“that they are under hypnosis or in any case under the control 
of the crayons?” 

“It is very likely,” Goldtheet replied. “It would be better to 
follow them to understand where they are going.” 

They began to follow them, until a tremendous scream pierced 
the air, paralyzing everyone with fear. 

“What was it?” 

asked Lady Ramona, very frightened. 

They followed the cats to a dead end and saw with horror what 


had just happened. 
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With a large blade stuck in his chest, Patrizio was panting with 
blood gushing out of his mouth, bloodying the crayons that lay 
right at his feet. 

The culprit of this fox-killing was Giur, who, realizing that 
Goldtheet had arrived, forcefully pulled his sword from the 
fox's chest and, turning to the pirate, said: "Are you ready to 
end up like the monkey?" 

Then with a mighty blow he cut Magla in two. 

The witch collapsed to the ground and reared up, but not 
before saying, “I will be one with what I have always loved.” 

A wave of anger filled Goldhteet from head to toe. 

Plavia felt a strange sensation as she looked at him. 

His unconscious perhaps wanted to tell her that this was him, 
but he mistook this feeling for disgust towards the false Giur. 
“This is the Giur they told me about, it scares me a lot.” 
Meanwhile, the cats, now free from the yoke of the crayons, 
suffered from dizziness because they were now free from 
hypnosis. 

Den noticed and tried to grab the crayons and eraser, but it was 
all in vain as Giur kicked him in the face, making him run away 
after Goldtheet and Lady Ramona. 

“T don’t think anyone needs these anymore,” said Giur, 
crushing the crayons and eraser under his feet, “and now it’s 
our turn. 

chimpanzee... it's time for reckoning" he concluded smiling 
and putting the blade back in its sheath. 

Goldtheet did the same and sheathed his dagger. 

Turning to Giovanna he said, “Get to safety, we have found a 
key. 


you find the door...goodbye”. 
“It’s not goodbye....” 
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she replied by kissing him and immediately leaving with all the 
others. 

Giur looked at this scene and became terribly nervous. 

Den approached the dying Patrick and said “I’m sorry...” But 
he looked at Den and said nothing, only a tear came out of his 
eyes before closing forever. 

“Our moment has come,” Giur replied. “Horace, are you 
ready?” 

“Ready,” Goldtheet replied, getting into a fighting stance as the 
cats approached. 
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Giur and Goldtheet stared into each other's eyes for 
what seemed like an eternity, as the jungle cats began to recover 
from the hypnosis. 

Some of the latter pounced on Patrizio's body and began to 
ficht over it with brawls and ferocious meowing. 

This gave the two a few more seconds to talk. 

“What are you waiting for?” 

Giur asked him with a smirk, then looking at the cats having 
finished their meal, he said, “Let's see which of us is faster.” 
The two began to run, chased by hundreds of cats. 

Giur was very fast and jumped from tree to tree just like a 
monkey, while Goldtheet, although he could run and 
outdistance the cats, could not keep up with him. 

They ran so much that they both came out of the greenhouse 
and from there in a few seconds they also came out of Mount 
Skand. 

However, a bitter surprise awaited them. 
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Thousands of cats awaited them, so numerous that they 
covered every patch of ground, so that the two found 
themselves surrounded within milliseconds. 

They were in an ellipse of a few meters under thousands of eyes 
blinking in unison. 

“IT am dead” thought Goldtheet as he drew his knife, while Giur 
remained silent, observing that the cats, despite having two easy 
prey, did not attack them. 

Suddenly two cats appeared with two large drums and 
immediately started playing them. 

In the midst of this immense group, many of these cats began 
to dance to the sound of this powerful music, while hundreds 
began to sing meowing songs. 

“There must be a place like this in hell,” thought the pirate. 
Giur stroked his face and with a very perplexed look, he turned 
to his old schoolmate “you know Horace” he began “I have 
imagined our final clash many times. 

over the years I had begun to give up hope because you know 
this is a remote island... I never thought you would come here... 
there must be an invisible thread that brought you here... but 
fate is on my side... I will cut off your head and hang it on the 
pole of my barracks... I will be the hero of Socotra once again’. 
“Go to hell, you idiot!” the pirate shouted at him, punching 
him hard in the face. “Dll make you feel what the monkey felt.” 
They began to fight, exchanging punches and kicks, while the 
cats watched with admiration the fight and punctuated each 
successful point with loud “meows”’. 

Meanwhile, in the greenhouse, the group of girls and foxes had 
reached the end of the greenhouse. 

“Are you sure this door is here? 

“Find her quickly,” a very nervous Giovanna shouted to Funia 
as the latter searched for the door, feeling the wall with the 
pads of her paws. 
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However, it didn't take long for the jungle cats to find them 
and report their location to the others. 

"Help!" 

Lady Ramona screamed, clinging to Den as cats approached 
with their claws unsheathed. 

Den leapt at the cats and tried to slap them, but they were on a 
different level than him and within seconds he was covered in 
lacerations. 

He started dripping blood right in front of Lady Ramona's eyes, 
who was protected by Giovanna who stood before him with 
her sword drawn. 

It would have been the end for them, had not a hundred arrows 
hit the jungle cats that were about to surround them. 

In this noisy commotion, Fulvia took advantage of the situation 
to escape and retrace her steps. 

Den was delighted to see that the shy men had saved them 
from that difficult situation, standing in front of them and 
aiming their arrows at the approaching cats. 

“where is this damn door!?” 

Lady Ramona screamed, banging her fists against the rock wall. 
Punia touched a wall and immediately had an enlightenment. 
“The key!” 

he took it and broke it under the astonished eyes of Lady 
Ramona and Giovanna. 

It was soon discovered that the key was actually made up of 
two smaller keys. 

“There are three doors... now I remember” said Funia “one is 
nearby while another is near a large plant with red leaves... 
opening both of them makes a large door open’. 

“Then I will go and look for the one with the red leaves,” said 
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Giovanna, “taking the key from Funia, 


29 


one. 


you look for the other 
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Giovanna immediately advanced, chased by dozens and dozens 
of cats, while Punia, Den and Lady Ramona ran protected by 
the men of shyness who pushed the cats back with spears. 
Outside the mountain the fighting continued unabated. 

The two fighters fought evenly and neither seemed to want to 
give up. 

“I see you have improved with time,” Giur told him, spitting 
blood on the ground, “but I am the strongest Socotrian of all... 
I have won one hundred and fifty fights out of one hundred 
and fifty.” “I will carve that on your tombstone,” Goldtheet 
replied with a laugh through bloody teeth. 

With a quick kick the pirate sent the knight face down, while all 
the cats, seeing this action, moved by excitement began to make 
a deafening noise that stunned Goldtheet for a few seconds. 
Giur took advantage of this and in an instant threw earth in his 
eyes. 

Goldtheet staggered noticeably and Giur took advantage of this 
to throw him at the cats. 

For those few moments that the pirate ended up in their area, 
they attacked him with very rapid bites and claws, so that in a 
few seconds he found himself dripping with blood on his 
shoulders and back. 

“The hour of death is near,” Giur told him with a laugh as he 
pummeled him with punches and kicks. 

Meanwhile Giovanna had found the door. 

Near the plant that Funia had spoken about, in the rock wall 
there was a small lock “here it is finally...let's insert this key and 
hope for the best”. 

He plugged it in and immediately there was a loud grinding of 
gears in the distance. 

He jumped up into a tree and saw that in the distance a large 
door had appeared, but it was not open. 

"Yes!" 
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he exclaimed in excitement “there's only one lock missing!” 
.-His excitement was short-lived as the jungle cats had also 
jumped into the tree and were starting to climb higher and 
higher. 

As the tree swayed he saw Flavia running through the trees 
being chased by cats. 

"Damnation!" 

he exclaimed, throwing himself down. “I have to follow her.” 
On the other hand, however, things were not going well. 

In fact, Lady Ramona had stumbled while running and in the 
commotion that had been generated Funia had lost the key. 
The cats were attacking more and more and the men of shyness 
were starting to give in, overwhelmed by those increasingly 
incessant attacks. 

“I saw the door open!” 

Punia said "we can try to open the door using all our strength", 
but the only people listening to her were Lady Ramona who 
was out of her mind with fear and Den who didn't understand 
anything. 

With a wave of his hand he motioned for him to follow him as 
the line of men of shyness that was increasingly giving way. 
Meanwhile, outside the mountain, the fight between the two 
was in its climax. 

They were both bloody and with torn clothes, but neither of 
them seemed willing to give up. 

“You don’t want to give up, do you, Horace? 

but don't you really want to understand that the gui-poi is 
superior?” 

“no, you're wrong, no art is superior to another, it all depends 
on the use that is made of it”. 

“Then now I will make good use of your neck,” Giur replied, 
“so that the monkey in hell will not feel so alone anymore.” 
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Goldtheet became nervous and let his guard down as he 
attacked, which was exactly what the evil knight wanted. 
She jumped on him and blocked his arms, causing him to lose 
his balance and fall flat on his back, then she threw both arms 
around his neck. 

“Now you will reach your beloved monkey.” 
"No!" 

exclaimed a furious Goldtheet “it can't end like this!” 

One sharp blow and it was all over. 

Goldtheet closed his eyes but opened them again soon after. 
He turned and saw Giur staggering with an arrow in his head. 
He knelt down and looked at Goldtheet with a smile, then 
collapsed, falling face first to the ground. 

Goldtheet looked carefully and saw that in the distance, on a 
rock ledge, Flavia had a bow in her hand and was crying and 
waving at him. 

Giovanna also arrived and, bursting into tears, gently waved 
goodbye to him. 

Goldtheet picked up the violin and smiled, whereupon 
thousands of jungle cats leaped upon him, and there were so 
many of them that not even a tuft of grass could be seen. 
“Let’s go back soon,” said Giovanna, sobbing, “we can still 
save ourselves.” 

“Of course,” Flavia replied, putting the bow back behind her 
back. “Of course...”. 

The two girls did not see that the wolf had also thrown himself 
into the fray and had begun to defend Giur. 

He fought with great fury but was shattered into a thousand 
pieces. 

It seemed like the end for Giur when something or someone 
threw him a rope from above. 

“I can’t believe it!” 

exclaimed the pirate. 
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After a few meters the two entered the thicket, immediately 
hearing the terrible meows coming from the back of the 
greenhouse. 

As they continued, they realized that they weren't the only ones 
heading toward the gate. 

“and who ate these!? 

“They’re like Den and Funia,” Flavia exclaimed, looking at 
about fifty foxes who, with swords and spears, were heading 
towards the cats. 

“T think they are some foxes from the fox alliance,” Giovanna 
replied. “Did they come here to help us? 

To kill cats?” 

The foxes, led by Sil, had begun to attack the jungle cats in the 
reat. 

This move caused many of the jungle cats to break away from 
the group that was attacking those who wanted to open the 
gate, thus easing their pressure. 

Giovanna climbed up a tall tree and saw that Punia, Lady 
Ramona and Den were pushing up a large wooden doot. 

He went downstairs and said to Flavia “we have to go help 
them quickly...but everything is blocked by the cats...damn!” 
“Let’s go back the way I went before,” said Flavia. “The cats 
didn’t pass by there, although I didn’t understand why.” 

They did so, and after walking along it for several meters and 
reaching the proximity of the group that was lifting the door 
upwards, Giovanna noticed something. 

“but on this path there are very thick stripes, as if something 
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very large was passing through them...” “What are you 
referring to?” 

“T don't know...maybe the snake...but that one was killed...no, it 
can't be him.” They walked another hundred meters until they 
reached the group. 


“Did you open the doors?” 
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Giovanna asked Funia “No... only one, we lost the other key... 
but we can raise this door”. 

“Help me...Flavia...give us a hand”. 

Flavia was about to approach when she saw that the attacking 
cats stopped and moved away a few meters. 

“But what’s happening?” 

he thought The men of shyness and the foxes who had arrived 
sensed the imminent danger and gathered in their ranks, closing 
ranks. 

There was a small boom and then something white slowly 
emerged from the earth. 

Within seconds, a white snake head with one green eye and one 
red eye was seen emerging from the ground and looking left 
and right. 

What emerged was the snake we already knew, but even though 
it had become very small, its size still inspired terror. 

“Who dared!?” 

he hissed even though no one understood that those sounds 
were words “walk on my sacred ground of rest!?” 

after which he began to carefully observe the men of shyness 
and the group that had almost raised the door. 

“Don’t look at him,” said Giovanna as her fingers were 
bleeding from the effort. “Look, we’ve almost made it.” 

The serpent leaped like a fury on the men of timidity, 
unharmed by the dozens of spear blows and arrows that were 
being fired at it. 

“You don't do anything to me...and how tasty you are!” 

he hissed joyfully into the sea of suffering he was creating. 

At one point he saw with disappointment that the group had 
managed to raise the door to a considerable height and block it 
with a large branch, thus allowing them to escape. 

“Where do you think you’re running away to? 

My stomach is the only place you will end up!” 
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With a flick of his tail he sent all the remaining shy men and 
foxes flying, leaping towards the group. 

But his jaws only met a thick branch that Den had placed 
across him. 

The snake snapped it in an instant, showering Den with pieces 
of wood. 

The snake opened its jaws violently but Den managed to block 
its mouth in time, bleeding terribly from the palms of his hands 
because he had placed them on teeth. 

“hurry up Den! 
Kall him! 

run away with us!” 

Lady Ramona shouted at her while Giovanna and Flavia, who 
had already understood, tried to pull her towards them. 

The snake with a very strong bite, hit Den in the leg. 

In the pain of that moment, he looked at Lady Ramona for the 
last time and she blew him a tearful kiss in return before 
Giovanna kicked the branch down and closed the door. 

With great joy, the snake dragged Den back into the hole from 
where he had come. 

Meanwhile, the lepidodendron took the little tree with it, and 
after having cured it with spores, it ran away with it, managing 
to get out of the mountain unharmed. 

They headed towards Dixam where they are still believed to 
rest today. 
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“Run! Hurry!” shouted Giovanna, finding herself on a 
bridge overlooking a terrifying abyss. 
"What!" 
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Lady Ramona exclaimed in amazement, “I can’t do it, friends, 
leave me here, I can’t get past it...I have to go back to Den...”. 
A very nervous Giovanna approached her and slapped her 
forcefully: “So, who are you English people?! 

A nation of wimps? 

Come on, get up, quickly!” 

“T already told you that I will never make it... it scares me too 
much” Giovanna had literally lost her patience and really 
wanted to beat her up, but Flavia and Funia calmed her down 
by stopping her. 

“All right,” replied the knight, “let the cats eat you, let fear eat 
you, nothing will remain of you but the memory of a whining 
little woman, to hell with the mission, I'll say that the cats ate 
you, goodbye, Lady Ramona.” 

Having said this, Giovanna set off with the others who tried in 
vain to make the trembling girl change her mind. 

She stood there watching her fellow sufferers run away, while 
she whimpered repeatedly. 

“Tm not a ctybaby....” 

she tried to say between one burst of tears and another “I am 
English!” 

As he said this, he began to slowly advance, holding on to the 
ropes of the bridge. 

“Ah, but it's not that difficult,” she said, trying to look straight 
ahead so as not to look into the terrifying abyss from which 
nothing could be seen but an enormous black sea. 

When she reached the halfway point, however, she heard heavy 
noises coming from the door they had entered through and 
hundreds of deafening meows. 

"NO! 

It can't be, please strange hairy men don't give up, fight for 
me!” 
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But the men of shyness who had defended them had been 
defeated and the cats had begun to try to break down the door. 
To Lady Ramona's great relief the noise soon ceased for a few 
seconds, but that was because it was immediately replaced by 
the sound of several saws cutting wood. 

Fear prevented her from looking at what was happening behind 
her, but it was enough for her to hear the thunderous sound of 
the falling door to understand what was about to happen. 
“They came in...” he said in a small voice but continuing to 
advance without looking back. 

She had reached a point where she could see that in the 
distance there was an opening in the rock. 

“it's the exit...that's where they came out...that's where I'll come 
out...after the darkness comes the light...Don't turn around... 
don’t turn around...” However, fear mixed with curiosity was 
stronger and he turned around. 

The cats were cutting the bridge ropes with knives. 

"Nol!" 

she screamed in panic and started like this: “I don’t want to die! 
It won’t end like this.” 

The ropes gave way and the bridge fell down. 

The girl, however, with all her strength, clung to the rungs even 
though the blow against the wall had hurt her so much that 
blood came out of her mouth. 

"I-I have to do this..." His stomach hurt so much that he 
couldn't speak but he continued to climb the bridge that was 
now attached to the rock walls. 

The cats, thanks to their tappetum lucidum, were able to see 
that Lady Ramona had not fallen and with all their might they 
began to meow very loudly, hoping to confuse her and make 
her fall down. 

“No-nn—I can---” he said, exhausted. 
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Each rung felt like a knife wound and blood was gushing out of 
her mouth, she felt like she was going to pass out at any 
moment. 

She climbed with all the strength she had, completely ignoring 
the cats that were throwing rocks and various objects at her. 

It looked like he was almost there when he heard a noise from 
above. 

“It can’t be, the ropes! 

No! 

No!" 

he said increasing the speed. 

The ropes had in fact begun to give way and soon the bridge 
would have collapsed completely. 

Lady Ramona advanced with all her strength but it was not 
enough as she did not manage to reach the top. 

She felt the void calling her, but she also felt a hand grab her 
tightly and pull her up. 

She saw a young black knight who began to slap her in the face. 
“Boys! 

Come on, I managed to get it! 

“Thank goodness” were the last words he heard before losing 
consciousness. 

He woke up the next day in his bed in his palace in Hadibu. 
The first thing was to jump and run towards the mirror. 

“Am I alive!? Or am I in heaven?” 

he wondered, looking at himself and pinching himself. 
Observing some plasters on her face made her opt for the first 
option. 

He then began to rejoice, screaming at the top of his lungs and 
jumping left and right. 

Giovanna, Flavia and some maids rushed over and advised her 
to go back to bed. 
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Lady Ramona hugged her and Giovanna told her “after all she 
wasn’t as scared as I thought”. 

“Did you see? 

Do you want to see that in the end I was the bravest one?” 

He saw that Flavia was also wearing a uniform of the Socotra 
knights and said to her, “So you have decided to become a 
knight too? 

I am very pleased." 

“T'm pleased too, Giovanna said that I'm very good with the 
bow and I don't like going to a sewing school at all”. 

“T don't like sewing either,” said Lady Ramona. “By the way, I 
remember a knight saved me before I fell down. Does anyone 
know his name?” 

Giovanna was about to answer her when some waitresses told 
her to stay calm. “But what calm!” 

the girl blurted out "what are you saying! 

Can't you see I'm back home!? Den? Where are Den and Funia? 
Giovanna and Flavia looked at each other and then Giovanna 
said “well, Funia wanted to go back to live in a fox village while 
Den...” “while Den?” 

repeated the girl mechanically, tears streaming down her face. 
“Den don’t...““Everyone go away,” Lady Ramona said in a 
voice that showed pain, “I need to be alone. 

I'll call you if I need you." 

As soon as she was alone, she sat down on a stool, stopped her 
tears and remained silent, looking at the piece of chalk that Den 
had given her when they were prisoners in that cage near 
Steroh. 

In some underground caves beneath Mount Skand, Den ran as 
fast as he could, trying to escape the serpent's hungty jaws. 
The evil being had dragged him through dozens and dozens of 
dark tunnels at a crazy speed, rubbing his back against dozens 
and dozens of stones. 
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Seeing a light coming out of the darkness, he threw him onto a 
rocky ledge and lunged at him. 

It only leaped towards him, as the spears of the men of shyness 
hit it hard, although to no avail as the serpent leapt into some 
natural pools surrounding this rocky outcrop and attacked 
some men of shyness who were approaching on rudimentary 
rafts. 

Den tried to take a few steps, but the slippery floor made him 
fall into the water. 

The shy men, seeing him under water, began to scream in fear 
and many of them began to dive. 

They were so diligent that in a few seconds they managed to get 
him out. 

As he emerged with his head out, he noticed that the snake had 
begun attacking the approaching rafts. 

She tried to swallow shy men, and when she succeeded, she 
increased in size in a matter of seconds. 

“But if it eats a lot of people it will become gigantic again,” 
exclaimed Den. “It will become a danger to all of us again!” 
The men of timidity began to pelt him from all sides with 
stones and spears, but it was all in vain, since his whitish skin 
seemed invulnerable. 

Within seconds Den noticed that the snake never put its head 
under water and instead tried to keep its head as far away from 
it as possible. 

“T get it,” thought Den, “maybe he can't breathe 
underwater...maybe this is the only chance I have to save these 
strange beings. 


you have given me so much...it seems right to me that I give 
you back at least part of all the good you have given me." 


256 


SOCOTRA 


He swam very slowly towards the snake that was tearing a raft 
to pieces with its teeth and with all the strength he had in his 
body he threw its head under the water. 

The snake began to wriggle as hard as it could, giving the 
Pomeranian a real whip with its tail. 

“Ah hal” 

exclaimed the fox “I have understood your weak point...soon 
you will be lying at the bottom of this tub”. 

He had not counted on the serpent's cunning. 

He sharpened his tail to become sharper than a blade and with 
all his remaining strength he pierced Den's leg, who, after 
screaming horribly in pain, immediately sank under the water. 
All the shy men had climbed onto the ledge and began to watch 
with apprehension those bubbles that were rising quickly 
towards the surface. 

Were they the serpent's or Den's? 

None of them could give a clear answer, and they were in a 
terrible state of apprehension. 

Many of these shy young men wanted to dive in, but the elders 
prevented them from moving, looking at them sternly. 
Suddenly a tremendous terror gripped everyone present: the 
bubbles had stopped. 

Who would have come to the surface? 

Den? 

The snake? 

Or had both perished in that terrible fight? 

Meanwhile, at Jezabeel Palace, Lady Ramona had already 
otdered the maids to pack her bags. 

But first, she had gone to talk to her father, who was impatient 
to see her again. 

“Dad,” she ran to him and hugged him, “how nice it is to see 
you again!” 

he exclaimed in a sea of tears of joy. 
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“It’s the same for me, my beloved daughter. You don’t know 
how many people told me to be at peace, but how can you be 
at peace when the thing you’re breathing is suffering and can’t 
be helped?” 

“Don’t think about it anymore now, dear father,” said the girl, 
drying her tears, “the worst is over now and we must leave it 
behind us.” 

“you're right” “Dad, I have to ask you to promise me 

tell me” “I would like you to abandon your plan 
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something 
to build and leave the nature of Socotra alone” she said looking 
him seriously in the eyes. 

“It will be done,” Lord Sweetplaster replied without even 
thinking. 

“T have something else to tell you.... 

“T want to go back to England... I never want to be here 
again.” “If that’s what you want,” his father replied, “then do 
it... Pll come and see you as soon as | can.” 

“Thanks dad,” she replied, hugging him. 

At the port, Giovanna, Flavia and the knight who had saved her 
were waiting for her. 

“So it’s true,” said Giovanna with a sad expression, “that you’re 
leaving us...do you really want to go away?” 

“T need it...it's the best thing to do...what I've been through has 
been too terrible and I need a change of scenery.” 

“As you wish,” replied Giovanna. 

The knight approached her and asked, scratching his head, “Is 
England far away?” 


“Very far away,” she replied, looking into his eyes with a pained 
expression. 

“and won't you miss Socotra? 

I know that after what you've been through you'll think 
differently, but I assure you it's a beautiful place." 
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“It’s a wonderful place,” replied Lady Ramona, “but one 
cannot live on wonder alone.” 

After saying goodbye, the knight took his leave with his heart 
beating, unaware that Lady Ramona's was doing the same. 
“Goodbye my dear Giovanna, Goodbye my dear Flavia, I wish 
you all the best in the world.” 

“We wish you double,” they replied in unison. 

With tears in her eyes she climbed onto the landing stage and 
from there onto the ship, followed by Marians who carried 
dozens of her suitcases on board. 

“We're setting sail in a few minutes,” exclaimed the captain of 
the vessel. “Hurry up!” 

Lady Ramona looked at the majestic island she was about to 
leave, thinking that soon she would have to leave that earthly 
paradise to breathe the grey smoke of London. 

A lump in her throat gripped her within seconds, but the lump 
quickly dissolved when she heard familiar barking coming 
closer and closer. 

“But these verses!? 

No, it can't be!” 

he exclaimed with joy “It's DEN!” 

.Everyone looked up. 

Riding a flying bicycle on two wings, guided by a vigorously 
pedaling panda, Goldtheet and Den made wide gestures of joy. 
Followed by the gaze of Giovanna, Flavia and the knight, the 
bicycle landed on the vessel. 

“DEN! 

DEN!” 

the girl exclaimed, crying and hugging him. 

They hugged each other in a long and tender embrace. 


End. 
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